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Vor. III. A 


THE ARGUMENT. 


2 Latinus entertains Hneat, and promiſes 

bim bis only daughter, Lavinia, the heireſs of 
bis crown. Turnus being in love with ber, favour- 
ed by ber mother, and ſtirred up by Juno and Alecto, 
breaks the treaty which was made, and engages in his 
quarrel Mezentins, Camilla, Meſſup::s, and many 
other of the nerghbouring princes ; whoſe forces, and 
the names of their commanders, are here particularly 
related. | 
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THE SEVENTH BOOK 


OF THE 
. 


ND thou, O matron of immortal fame! 

Here dying, to the ſhore haſt leſt thy name: 
Cajeta ſlill the place is call'd from thee, 
The nurſe of great Xneas' infancy. 
Here reſt thy bones in rich Heſperia's plains, 
Thy name (tis all a ghoſt can have) remains. 

Now, when the prince her fun*ral rites had paid, 
He plough'd the Tyrrhene ſeas with ſails difplay'd. 
From land a gentle breeze aroſe by vight, ? 
Serenely ſhone the ſtars, the moon was bright, 
And the ſea trembled with her ſilver light. 5 
Now near the ſhelves of Circe's ſhores they run, 
(Circe the rich, the daughter of the ſun), 
A dang'rous coaſt : the goddeſs waſtes her days 
In joyous ſongs, the rocks reſound her lays : 
In ſpinning, or the loom, ſhe ſpends the night, 
And cedar brands ſupply her father's light. 
From hence were heard (rebellowing to the main 
The roars of lions that refuſe the chain, 
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The grunts of briſtled boars, and groans of bears, 
And herds of howling wolves, that ſtun the failors 
ears. 

Theſe from their caverns, at the cloſe of night, 

Fill the ſad iſle with horror and affright, 

Darkling they mourn their fate, whom Circe's pow'r, 

(That watch'd the moon, and planetary hour), 

With words and wicked herbs, from human kind 

Had alter'd, and in brutal ſhapes conſin d. 

Which monſters leſt the Trojan's pious hoſt 

Shou'd bear, or touch upon th' enchanted coaſt, 

Propitious Neptune ſteer'd their courſe by night, 

With riſing gales, that ſped their happy flight. 

Supply'd wiih theſe, they ſkim the ſoundirg ſhore, 

And hear the ſwelling ſurges vainly roar. 

Now when the roſy morn began to riſe, 

And wav'd her ſaffron ſtreamer thro” the ſkies; 

When Thetis bluſh'd in purple not her own, 

And from her face the breathing winds are blown : 

A ſadden filence fat upon the ſea, 

And ſweeping oars, with ſtruggling, urge their way. 
The Tro'an from the main beheld a wood, 

Which thick with ſhades, and a brown horror, ſtood. 

Betwixt the trees the Tiber took his courſe, 

With whir!pools dimpled; and with downward force 

That drove the ſand along, he took his way, | 

And roll'd his yellow billows to the ſea. 

About him, and above, and round the wood, 

The birds that haunt the borders of his flood; 

That bath'd within, or baſk'd upon his ſide, 

To tuneful ſongs their narrow throats apply'd. 


B. VII. v. 52. ENE IVS. 


The captain gives command, the joyful train 

Glide thro” the gloomy ſhade, and leave the main, 
Now, Erato, thy poet's mind inſpire, 

Ard fill his ſoul with thy ccleſtial fire. 

Relate what Latium was, her ancient kings : 

Declare the paſt, and preſent ſtate of things, 

When firſt the Trojan fleet Aufonia ſonght 

And how the rivals lov'd, and how they fought. 

Theſe are my theme, and how the war began, 

And how concluded by the godlike man. 

For 1 ſhall ſing of battles, blood, and rage, 

Which princes and their people did engage. 

And haughty ſouls, that, moy'd with mutuzl hate, 

In fighting fic 1ds purſu'd and found their fate : 

That rouz'd the Tyrrhene realm with loud alarms, 

And peaceful Italy involy'd in arms. 

A larger ſcene of action is diſplay'd, 

And, riſing hence, a greater work is weigh'd. 
Latinus, old and mild, had long poſſeſs d 

The Latium ſceptre, and his people bleſod: 

His father Faunus ; a Laurentian dame 

Ilis mother, fair Maricia was her name. 

But Faunus came from Picus, Picus drew 

His birth from Saturn, if records be true. 

Thus king Latinus, in the third degree, 

Had Saturn author of his family. 

But this old peaceful prince, as heav'n decreed, 

Was bleſo'd with po male iſſue ro ſucceed : 

His ſons in blooming youth were ſnatch'd by fate ; 

One only daughter heir'd the royal ſtate. 
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Fir'd with her love, and with ambition led, 

"The neickb'ring princes court her nuptial bed. 

Among the crowd, but far above the reſt, 

Young Turnus to the beauteous maid addreſs'd. 

Turnus, for high deſcent and graceful mien, 

Was firſt, and favour'd by the Latian queen : 

With him ſhe ſtrove to join Lavinia's hand: 

But dire portents the purpos'd match withſtand, 
Deep in the palace, of long growth, there ſtood 

A laurel's trunk, a venerable wood, 

Where rites divine were paid; whoſe holy hair 

Wis kept, and cut with ſuperſtitious care. 

This plant Latinus, when his town he wall'd, 

Then found, and from the tree Laurentum call d : 

hand laſt, in honour of his new abode, 

He vew'd the laurel to the laurel's god. 

It happen'd once, (a boding prodigy), 

A ſwarm of bees, that cut the liquid (ky, 

Unknown from whence they took their airy flight, 

pon the topmoſt branch in clouds alight : 

There, with their claſping feet, together clung, 

And a long cluſter from the laurel hung. 

An ancient augur propheſy'd from hence: 

1chold on Latian ſhores a foreign prince! 

From the Cane parts of heav'n his navy ſtands, 2 
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To the ſame parts on earth: his army lands : 

The town he conquers, and the tow'r commands, 

Yet more, when fair Lavinia fed the fire 2 5 
Before the gods, and ſtood beſide her fire; 

Strange to relate, the flames, involv'd in ſmoke 

of incenſe, from the ſacred altar broke; 


B. VII. v. 111. ILNEIVS. 


Cavght her diſhevell'd hair, and rich attire; 
Her crowns and jewels crackled in the fire: 
From thence the fuming trail began to ſpread, 
Ard lambent glories denc'd about her head. 
This new portent the ſeer with wonder views z 
Then pauſing, thus his prophecy renews. 
The nymph u ho ſcatters flaming fires around, 
Shall ſhine with honour, ſhall herſcif be crown'd : 
But, caus'd by her irrevocable fate, 
War ſhall the country waſte, and change the ſtate, 
Lati.us, frighted with this dire oftent, 
For counſel to his father Faunus went: 
And ſought the ſhades renoun'd for prophecy, 
Which near Albunca's ſulph'rous fountain lie. 
To theſe the Latian and the Sabine land 
Fly, when diſtreſs'd, and thence relief demand. 
The prieſt on ſkins of off*rirgs takes his caſe, 
And vightly viſions in lis fumbers ſees : 
A ſwarm of thin aerial ſhapes appears, 
And, flutt'ring round his temples, deafs his ears: 
"Cheſe he conſults, the future fates to know, 
From pow rs above, and from the fiends below. 
Here, for the god's advice, Latinus flies, | 
Off'ring a hundred ſheep for ſacrifice: 
Their woolly fleeces, as the rites requir'd, 
He laid beneath him, and to ref? retir'd. 
No ſooner were his eyes in ſlumber bound, 
When, from above, a more than mortal ſound 
Invades his ears; and thus the viſion ſpoke: 
Seek not, my ſeed, in Latian bands to yoke 
Our fair Lavinia, nor the gods provoke. 
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A foreign ſon upon the ſhore deſcends, 
Whoſe martial fame from pole to pole extends. 
His race in arms, and arts of peace, renown'd, ? 
Not Latium ſhall contain, nor Europe bound: 
"Tis theirs whate'er the ſun ſurveys around. d) 
Theſe anſwers in the ſilent night receiv'd, 
The king himſelf divulg'd, the land believ'd: 
The fame thro' all the neighb'ring nations flew, 
When now the Trojan navy was in view. 

Beneath a ſhady tree the hero ſfread ? 
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His table on the turf, with cakes of bread ; 

And, with his chiefs, on foreſt fruits he fed. 
They ſit, and (not without the god's command) 
Their homely fare diſpatch'd: the hungry band 
Invade their trenchers next, and ſoon devour, 
To mend the ſc-nty meal, their cakes of flou'r. 
Aſcanius this obſerv'd, and, ſmiling, ſaid, 

See, we devour the plates on which we fed. 

The ſpeech had omen, that the Trojan race 
Shou'd find repoſe, and this the time and place. 
A neas took the word, and thus replies: 
(Confeſſing fate with — in his eyes): | 
All hail, O earth! all hail, my houſbold gods 3 
B. hold the deſrin'4 place of your abodes! 

For thus Anchiſes propheſy'd of old, 

And this our fatal place of reſt foretold. 

© When on a foreign ſhore, inſtead of meat, 

„ By famine forc'd, your trenchers you ſhall cat, 
& Then eaſe your weary Trcjans will attend: 

* And the long labours of your voyage end. 
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& Remember on that happy coaſt to build: 

&« And with a trench incloſe the fruitful field.” 

This was that famine, this the fatal place, 

Which ends the wand'ring of our exil'd race. 

Then, on to-morrow's dawn, your care employ 

To ſearch the land, and where the cities lie; 6 

And what the wen ; but give this day to joy. 

Now pour to Jove, and after Jove is bleſt, 

Call great Anchiſes to the genial feaſt : 

Crown high the goblets with a cheerful draught; 

Enjoy the preſent hour, adjourn the future thought. 
Thus having ſaid, the hero bound his brows 

With leafy demiches, then performꝰd his vows : 

Adoring firſt the gevius of the — 

Then earth, the mother of the heav *uly race; 

The nymphs, and native godheads yet unknown, 

And night, and all the ſtars that gild ber ſable throne. 

And ancient Cybel, and Idzan Jove; 

And laſt his fire below, and mother-queen above. 
Then heav'n's high monarch thunder'd thrice 

aloud ; 

And thrice he ſhook aloft a golden cloud. 

Soonthrongh the joyful camp a rumour flew, 

The time was come their city to renew: 

Then ev'ry brow with cheerful green is crown'd, 

The feaſts are doubled, and the bowls go round. 
When next the rely morn diſclos'd the day, 

The ſcouts to ſey'ral parts divide their way, 

Jo learn the natives names, their towns, explore 

The coaſts, and trendings of the crooked ſhore : 
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Here Tiber flows, and here Numicus ſtands, 
Here warlike Latins hold the happy lands. 
The pious chief, who ſought by peaceful ways 


To found his empire, and his town to raiſe 3 | [ 
A hundred youths from all his train ſelects, } © 
And to the Latian court their courſe directs: : 
(The ſpacious palace where their prince reſides) : 4 


And all their heads with wreaths of olives hides. 

They go commiſſion'd to require a peace; 

And carry preſents to procure acceſs. 7 

Thus while they ſpeed their pace, the prince deſigns 

His new elected ſeat, and draws the lines; 

The Trojans round the place a rampire caſt, 

And paliſades about the trenches plac'd. 
Me:ntime the train, 1 on their way, 

From far the town and lofty tow'rs ſurvey 

At length approach the walls: without the gate 

They ſee the boys and Latian youth debate 

The martial prizes on the duſty plain: 

Some drive the cars, and ſome the courſers rein ; 

some bend the ſiubburn bow for victory; 

And ſome with darts their active ſnews try. 

A poſing meſſenger diſpatch'd from hence, 

Of this fair troop adviſe thcir aged prince; 

That foreign men, of mighty ſtature, came; 

Uncouth their habit, and unknown their name. 

The king orcains their entrance, and aſcends 

His regal at, ſurrounded by his friends. 

The pace built by Picus, vaſt and proud, 

Supported by a hundred pillars ſtood ! 5 

Aud round AEDT with a riſing wood. 
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The pile o'erlook'd the town, and drew the ſight, 
Surpriz'd at once with rev'rence and delight. 
There kings receiv'd the marks of fov'reign powꝰr: 
In ſtate the monarch march'd, the litors bore 
Their awful axes, and the rods before. 

Here the tribunal ſtood, the houſe of pray r 

And here the ſacred ſenators repair: 

All at large tables, in long order ſet, 

A ram their off ring, and a ram their meat. 
Above the portal, carv'd in cedar wood, 

Plac'd in their ranks, their godlike grandſires ſtood, 
Old Saturn, with his crooked ſcythe, on high ; 
And Italus, that led the colony: 

And ancient Janus, with his double face, 

And bunch of keys, the porter of the place. 
There ſtood Sabinus, planter of the vines, 5 


On a ſhort pruning-hook his head reclines : 

And ſtudiouſly ſur veys his gen'rous wines. 

Then warlike kings, who for their country fought, 

And honourable wounds from battle brought. ; 

Around the poſts hung helmets, darts, and ſpears; 

And captive chariots, axes, ſhields, and bars, ( 

And broken beaks of ſhips, the trophies of ther 
wars. 

Above the reſt, as chief of all the band, 

Was Picus plac'd, a buckler in his hand; 

His other wav'd a long divining wand. 

Girt in his gabin gown the hero ſat; 

Yet could not with his art avoid his fate. 

For Circe long had lov'd the youth in vain, 

Till love, refus'd, converted to diſdain: 
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Then mixing pow'rful herbs, with magic art, 
She chang'd his form, who cou'd not change his heart. 
Conſtrain'd him in a bird, and made him fly, 
With party-colour'd plumes, a chatt' ring pye. 
In this high temple, on a chair of ſtate, 

The ſeat of audience, old Latinus ſat; 

Then gave admiſſion to the Trojan train, 

And thus, with pleaſing accents, he began. 

Tell me, ye Trojans, for that name you own 
Nor is your courſe upon our coaſts unknown 
Say what you ſeek, and whither were you bound? 
Were you by ſtreſs of weather caſt a-ground ? 
Such dangers of the ſea are often ſeen, 

And oft befal to miſerable men. 

Or come, your ſhipping in our ports to lay, 
Spent and diſabled in ſo long a way ? 

Say what you want, the Latians you ſhall find 
Not forc'd to goodneſs, but by will inclin'd; 
For ſince the time of Saturn's holy reign, 

His hoſpitable cuſtoms we retain. 

I call to mind, (but time the tale has worn), 
Th' Arunci told; that Dardanus, tho” born 

On Latian plains, yet ſought the Phrygian ſhore, 
And Samothracia, Samos call'd before : 

From Tuſcan Coritum he claim'd his birth. 

But after, when exempt from mortal earth, 
From thence aſcended to his kindred ſkies, 

A god, and as a god augments their ſacrifice. 
He ſaid. Ilioneus made this reply; 

O king, of Faunus royal family! 
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Nor wintry winds to Latium forc'd our way, 

Nor did the ſtars our wand”ring courſe betray. 
Willing we ſought your ſhores, and, hither bound, 
The port ſo long deſ.r'd at length we found. 

From our ſweet homes and ancient realms expell'd; 
Great as the greateſt that the ſun beheld. 

The god began our line who rules above, 

And, as our race, our king deſcends from Jove: 
And hither are we come, by his command, 

To crave admiTon in your happy land. 

How dire a tempeſt, from Mycenz pour'd, 

Our plains, our temples, and our town devout'd; 
What was the waſte of war, what fierce alarms 
Shook Aſia's crown with European arms; 

Ev'n ſuch have heard, if any ſuch there be, 
Whoſe earth is bounded by the frozen ſea : 

And ſuch as, born beneath the burning ſky 

And ſultry ſun, betwixt the tropics ly. 

From that dire delvge, thro? the watry waſte, 
Such length of years, ſuch various perils paſt: 


At laſt eſcap'd, to Latium we repair, ? 
To beg what you without your want may ſpare; 
"_ The common water, and the common air. 3 


Sheds which ourſelyes will build, and mean abodes, 
Fit to receive and ſerve our baniſh'd pods. 
Nor our admiſſion ſhall your realm diſgrace, 
Nor length of time our gratitude eſſace. 
Beſides what endleſs honour you ſhall gain 
To ſave and ſhelter Troy's unhappy train. 
Vor. III. | BY 


14 Ie Kn. 


Now, by my ſov'reign 2nd his fate, I ſwear, 

Renown'd for faith in peace, for force in war; 

Oſt our alliance other lands deſir'd, 

And what we ſeck of you, of us requir'd. 

Deſpiſe not then that in our hands we bear 

Theſe holy boughs, and ſue with words of pray'r. 

Fate and the gods, by their ſupreme command, 

Have doom'd our ſhips to ſeek the Latian land. 

To theſe abodes our fleet Apollo ſends ; 

Here Dardarus was born, and hither tends : 

Where Tuſcan Tiber rolls with rapid force, 

And where Numicus opes his holy ſource. 

Beſides, our prince preſents, with his requeſt, 

Some ſmall remains of what his fire poſſeſs'd. 

This golden charger, ſnatch'd from burning Troy, 

Archiſes did in ſacrifice employ : 

This royal robe, and this ticra, wore 

Old Priam, and this golden ſceptre tore 

In full aſſemblies, and in ſolemn games; 

Theſe purple veſts were weav'd by Dardan dames. 
Thus while he ſpoke, Latinus roll'd around 

Illis eyes, and fix'd a while upon the ground. 

Intent he ſeem'd, and anxious in his breaſt 3 

Not by the ſceptre mov'd, or kingly veſt : 

But pon@'ring future things of wond*rous weight; 

Succeſſion, empire, and his daughter's fate : 

On theſe he mus'd within his thoughtful mind; 

And then reſoly'd what Faunus had divin'd. 

This was the foreign prince, by fate decreed 

To ſhare his ſceptre, and Lavinia's bed: 
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This was the race that ſure portents foreſhew 

To (way the world, and land and fea ſubdue, 

At length he rais'd his cheerful head, and ſpoke? 
The pow'rs, ſaid he, the pow”'rs we both invoke, 
To you, and yours, and mine, propitious be, 
And firm our purpoſe with their augury. 

Have what you aſl: 3 your preſents I receive, 
Land where, and when you pleaſe, with ample leave; 
Partake and uſe my kingdom as your on; 

And ſhall be yours, white I command the crown. 
And if my wiſh'd alliance pleaſe your king, 

Tell him, he ſhou'd not ſeu. the peace, but bi ing: 
Theo let him not a friend's embraces fear 

The peace is made wh<n I behold him here. 
Beſides this anſwer, tell my royal gueſt, 

I add to his commands my own requeſ: : 

One only daughter heirs my crown and ſtate, 
Whom, not our oracles, nor heav'n, nor fate, 
Nor frequent prodigies, permit to join 

With any native of th' Auſonian line. 

A forcign ſon-in-law ſhall come from far, 

(Such is our doom), a chicf renown'd in war: 
Whoſe race ſhall bear aloft the Latian name, | 
And thro? the conquer'd world diifuſe our fame, 
Himſelf to be the man the fates require, 

I firmly judge, and what J judge deſire. 

He ſaid, and then on each beſtow'd a ſteed; 
Three hundred horſes, in high ſtables fed, 

Stood ready, ſhining all, and ſmoothly dreſs'd, 
Of theſe he choſe the faircſt and the beſt, 
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To mount the Trojan troop; at his command, 
The ficeds capariſon'd with purple ſtand: 
Wich golden trappings, glorious to behold, 
And champ betwixt their tceth the foaming gold. 
Then to his abſent gueſt the king decreed 
A pair of courſers, born of heay'nly breed : 
Who from their noſtrils breath'd ethereal fire; 
. Whom Circe ſtole from her celeſtial ſire: 
By ſubſlitutiug mares produc'd on earth, 
V hoſe wombs conceiv'd a more than mortal birth. 
Theſe draw the chariot which Latinus ſends; 
And the rich preſent to the prince commends. 
Sublime on ſtatcly Needs the Trojins borne, 
To their expecting lord with peace return. 

But jealous Juno, from Pachymus height, 2 
As he from Argos took her airy flight, 
Kehe!d, with envious eyes, this hateful ſight. 5 
She ſaw the Trojan, and his joyful train 
Deſcend upon the (hore, deſert the main 
Deſign a town, and with unhop'd ſucceſs 
Th' embaiTudors return with promis'd peace. 
Then, pfierc'd with pain, ſhe ſhook her haughty head, 
Sigh'd from her inward fou!; and thus le Lid, 
O hated off:pring of my Phry7ian foes ! 
O fates of Troy, which Juno's fates oppoſe ! 
Cou'd they not fa'l vnpit,'d on the plain, 
But flain, revive; and taken, *ſcope again? 
hen exccrable Troy in zſhes law, 


"Th-o* ares, and ſu dds, and fer, they forc'd their 


wan. 
\ 


* 


: 
f 


| 


ENEIS. 


B. VII. v. 410. 


Then vanquiſh'd Juno muſt in vin contend, 
Her rage diſarm'd, her empire at an end. 
Breathleſs and tir'd, is all my fury ſpent, 

Or does my glutted ſpleen at length relent? 

As if *twere little from their town to chaſe, 

I thro” the ſeas purfu'd their exil'd race: 
Engag'd the heav'ns, oppos'G the ſtormy main; 
But bitlows roar'd, and t-mpeRts rag'd in vain. 
What have my Scyllzs and my Syrtes done, 
When theſe they overpaſs, and thoſe they ſtun? 
On Tiber's ſhores they lend, ſecure of fate, 
Triu=:phant oer the forms and Juno's hate. 
Mars cou'd in mutual blood the Centaurs bathe, 
And Jove himſelf gave way to Cyrithi.'s wrath: 
V fo ſeut the tuiky boar to Calydon : 

Vhat great offence had <c:thcr pcople done? 

But I, the conſort of the I kunderer, 

Have wag'd a long and in uccefeful war: 

Wich various arts and arms in yain have toil'd, 
And by a mortal man at length am foil'd. 

If native pow*r prevail not, ſhall 1 doubt 

To ſeck for needſul ſuccour from without: 

If Jove and heay'n wy juſt deſires deny, 

Hell ſhall the pow'r of heav'n and Jove ſupply. 
Grant that the fates have firm'd by their decree 
The Trojan race to reign in Italy: 

At leaſt I can defer the nuptial day, 

And with protracted wars the peace delay: 

V ich blood the dear alliance ſhall be bought; 
And both the people near deſtruction brought. 
B 3 
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So ſhall the ſon-in-law ard fether join, 

With ruin, war, and waſce of ether line, 

O fatal maid! thy marriage is er dou d 

With Phrygian, Latizn, and Ludin blood! 
Bellona leads thee to thy lover's hene, 
Another queen brings forth another brand 3 
To burn with foreign pres her native land! 
A cond Paris, dit: ring but in name, 

Call fre his country with a ſecond Jame. 

Thus h: virg ſaid; fie Colts beneath the ground, 
Vith furious haſte, and ſhoots tl.c Stygian ſound ; 
"Fo roi Alecto from th? infergal tear 

le ire (ters, and their dark retreat. 
"i (ris (ity fat for her intent ſhe choſe; 
Cre vio ducights in wars and human wocs. 
vn Pluto hates his own miſhapen race: 
le Cgter-ſuries fly her hideous face : 
So {..ghtful are the forms the monſleꝝ takes, 
So Lerce the hifiings of her ſpeckled ſnakcs. 
1% Juno finds, and thus inflames her ſi ite: 
O virgin-daugliter of eternal night, 
Give me this once thy labour, to ſuſlain 

„iy right, and cxccute my juſt diſdain. 
Let not the Trojans, with a ſeign's prgtence 
Of profer'd peace, delude the Latian prince: 
Expcl from Italy that odious name, 

And let not Juno ſutfer in her fame. 

*Tis thine to ruin reulms, o'erturn a ſtate, | 
Betwixt the deareſt friends to raiſe debate, 4 
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Thy hand o'er towns the fun'ral torch diſplays, 
Aud forms a thoulerd ills ten thouſerd ways. 
Now ſhike from out thy fruitful breaſt. the ſeeds 
Of envy, Cifcord, and of cruc! cus: | 
Conſound the peace eſtabliſh'd, end prepare 

1 heir fouls to hatrcd, and their hands to war. 
Sricar'd as ſhe was with blick Gorgonian bicod, 
The fury ſpreng above the Stygian flood: 

And on ler wicker wings, ſublime, thro? wiz bt, 
Ee to the Latin ralæce took ber fight. | 
There ſuught the queen's apartment, flood before 
Ihe peaceful threthuid,, and beſieg'd the door. 
Neideſs Amata lay, her ſu c ling breaſt 

Tir'd with diſdein for Turnus &ifgotleſt, 2 
Zu the new nuptials of the Trojan gueſt. 

From her black bloody locks the fory ſhakes 

Iler daling plague, the ſav'rite of her ſnakes ! 

V. ith her full force ſhe threw the pois'nous dart, 
Ar 6,'d it deep within Ainata's heart: 

That chus envenom'd the might Kindle rage, 

rd ſacrifice to ſirife her houſe and huſband's age. 
Unſcen, unfelt; the ficry ſerpent ff ims 

Betwixt her linen and her naked limbs. 

His beleful breath iniring, as he glides g 

Now like a chain around her neck he rides; 

Now like a fillet to her head repairs, 

And with his circling volumes folds her hairs. 

At firſt the filent venom ſlid with caſe, 

And leiz'd her cooler ſenſes by degrees; 
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Then, ere th' infected mais was fir'd too far, 
In plaintive accents ſhe began the war : 

And thus beſpoke her huſband ; Shall, ſhe ſaid, 
A wand'ring prince enjoy Lavinia's bed? 

If nature plead not in a parent's heart, 

Pity my tears, and pity her deſert: 

I know, my deareſt lord, the time will come, 
You wou'd in vain reverſe your cruel doom: 
The faithleſs pirate ſoon will ſet to ſea, 

And bear the royal virgin far away ! | 
A gueſt like him, a Trojun gueſt, before, 

In ſhew of friendſhip, ſought the Spartan ſhore ; : 
And ravith'd Helen from her huiband bore. 

Think on a king's inviolable word; 

And think on Turnus, her once p:izhted lord: 
To this falſe foreigner you give your throne, 
And wrong a friend, a kinſman, and a ſon. 
Reſume your ancient care; and if the god 
Your ſire, and you, reſolve on foreign blood: 
Know all are foreign, in a larger ſenſe, 

Not born your ſubjects, or deriv'd from hence. 
Then, if the line of Turnus you retrace; 

He ſprings from Inachus of Argive race. 

But when ſhe ſaw her reaſons idly ſpent, 

And cou'd not move him from his fix'd intent; 
She flew to rage; for now the ſnake poſleſs'd 
Her vital parts, and poiſon'd all her breaſt ; 
She raves, ſhe runs with a diſtracted pace, 

Aud fills with horrid howls the public place. 


| 


* : 
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And as young ſtriplings whip the top for ſport, 
On the ſmooth pavement of an empty court; 
The wooden engine flies and whirls about, 
Admir'd, with clamours, of the beardleſs rout; 
They laſh aloud, each other they provoke, 
And lend their little ſouls at ev'ry ftroke : 

Thus fares the queen, and thus her fury blows 
Amidſt the crowd, and kindles as ſhe gocs. 

Nor yet content, ſhe ſtrains her malice more, 
And adds new ills to thoſe contriv'd before: 
She flies the town, and mixing with a throrg 
Of madding matrons, bears the bride along: 
Wand'ring thro*' woods and wilds, and devious ways, 
And with theſe arts the Trojan match delays. 
She feign'd the rites of Bacchus! crv'd aloud, 
And to the buxom god the virgin vow'd. 

Evoe, O Bacchus! thus began the ſong, 

And Evoe! anſwer'd all the female throng : 

O virgin! worthy thee alone, ſhe cry'd; 

O worthy thee :.Jone, the crew reply'd ; 

For thee ſhe feeds her hair, ſhe leads thy dance, 
And with thy winding ivy wreaths her lance. 
Like fury ſciz'd the refit 3 the progreſs known, 
All ſeck the movntzins end forſake the town : 
All clad in ſkins of beaſts the jav'lin bear, py 
Give to the wanton winds their flowing hair, 
And firicks and ſhoutings rend the ſuff*ring zir. 
The queen herſelf, in ſpir'd with rege divine, 
Snook high above her head a Baming pine: 


—_———— — ——  D—— 
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Then roll'd her haggard eyes around the throng, 
And ſang, in Turnus' name the nuptial ſong? 
Io, ye Latian dames, if any here 
Hold your unhappy queen, Amata, dear; 
If there be here, ſhe ſaid, who dare maintain 
My right, nor think the name of mother vain: 
Unbind your fillets, looſe your flowing hair, 
And orgies and noQturnal rites prepare. 
Amata's breaſt the fury thus invades, 
And fires with rage, amid the ſilvan ſhades. 
Then when ſhe found her venom {pread fo far, 
The royal houſe embroild in civil war: 
Rais'd on her duſky wings ſhe cleaves the flies, 
And ſecks the palace where young Turnus lies. 
His town, as fame reports, was buiit of old 
By Danae, pregnant with almighty gold : 
Who fled ker father's rage, and, with a train 
Of following Argives, thro” the ſtormy main 
Driv'n by the ſouthern blaſts, was fated here to 
reign. 

*'T was Ardua once, now Ardea's name it bears; 
Once a fair city, now conſum'd with years. 
Here in his lofty palace Turnus lay, 
Betwixt the confines of the night and day, 
Secure in ſleep: the fury laid aſide 
Her looks and limbs, and with new methods try'd 6 
The foulneſs of th' infernal form to hide. 
Propp'd on a ſtaff, ſhe takes the trembling mien, 
Her face is furrow'd, and her ſront obſcene: 
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Deep dented wrinkles on her cheek ſhe draws, 
Sunk are her eyes, and toothlefs are her jzus: 
Her hoary hair with holy fillets bound, 

Her tem ples with an olive wreath are crown'd, 
Old Calibe, who kept the ſacred fane 

Of Juno, now ſhe ſcem'd, and thus began, 8 
Appearing in a dream, to rouze the careleſs man. 
Shall Turnus then ſuch endleſs toil ſuſtain, 

In fighting fields, and conquer towns in vain : 
Win, for a Trojan head to wear the prize, 

Uſurp thy crown, enjoy thy victories? 

The brile and ſcepter which thy blood has bought, 
The king transfers, and foreign heirs are ſouglit: 

So now, deluded mar, and ſeek again | 
Nc toils, new dangers, on the dvſty plain. 

: Repel the Tuſcan foes, their city ſeize, 

Protect the Latians in luxurious caſe. 

This dream all-pou'rſul Juno ſends, I bear 

Her mighty mandates, and her words you hear. 

Faſte, arm your Ardeans, iſſue to the plain, 
With fate to friend, aſſault the Trojan train : 
Their thouglitleſs chicfs, their painted ſhips that ly 
In Tiber's mouth, with fire and ſword deſtroy. 
The Latian king, unleſs he ſhall ſubmit, 

Own his old promiſe, and his new forget; 

Let him in arms the pow'r of Turnus prove, 

And learn to fear whom he diſdains to love. 

For ſuch is heav'ns command. The youthful prince 
With ſcorn reply'd; and made this bold defence, 


24 VIRGIL's B. VII. v. 614. 


You tell me, mother, what I knew before, 
The Phrygi an fleet is landed on the ſhore: 

I neither fear, nor will provoke the war: 

My fate is Juno's moſt peculiar care. 

But time has made you dote, and vainly tell 
Of arms, imagin'd in your lonely cell: 

Go, be the temple and the gods your care, 
Permit the men the thought of peace and war. 

Theſe haughty words Alecto's rage provoke, 

And frighted Turnus trembled as fac ſpoke. 

Her eyes grew ſliJen'd, and with ſulphur burn, 

Her hideous looks, and helliſh form return: 

Her curling ſnakes with hiſſings fill the place, 

And open all the furies of her face! 

Then, darting fire from her malignant eyes, 

She caſt him backward as he ſtrove to riſe, 6 
And, ling'ring, ſought to frame ſome new replies. 
High on her head ſhe rears two twiſted ſnakes, 5 
Her chains the rattles, and her whip ſhe ſhakes; 8 
And, churning bloody foam, thus loudly ſpeaks. 
Behold whom time has made to dote, and tell 

OF arms, imagin'd in her lonely cell : 

Bc hold the fates' infernal miniſter ; 

War, death, deſtruction, in my hand I bear. 

Thus having ſaid, her ſmould'ring torch, impreſs'd 
With her full force, ſhe plung'd into his breaſt. 
Aghaſt he wak'd, and, ſtarting from his bed, 

Cold ſweat, in clammy drops, his limbs o'erſprezd. 
Arms, arms, he cries, my ſword and ſhield prepare 
He breathes defiance, blood, and mortal war. 
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So when with crackling flames a caldron fries, 
The bubbling waters from the bottom riſe : 
Above their brims they force their fiery way, 
Black vapours climb aloft, and cloud the day. 
The peace polluted thus, a choſen band 
He firſt commiſſions to the Latian land, 
In threat'ning embaſſy: then rais'd the reſt, 
To meet in arms th intruding Trojan gueſt: 
To force the foes from the Lavinian ſhore, 
And Italy's endanger d peace reſtore. 
Himſelf alone an equal match he boaſts, 
To fight the Phrygian and Auſonian hoſis. 
The gods invok'd, the Rutuli prepare 
Their arms, and warm each other to the war. 
His beauty theſe, and thoſe his blooming age, 
The reſt his Louſe, and his own fame engage. 
While Turnus urges thus his enterpriſe, 
The Stygiin fury to the Trojans flies: 
New frauds invents, and takcs a ſteepy ſtand 
Which overlooks the vale with wide commaud: 
Where fair Aſcanius, and his youthful train, 
With horns and hounds a hunting match ordain, 
And pitch their toils arourd the ſbady plain. 
The fury fires the pack; they ſnuff, they vent, 
And feed their hungry noſtrils with the ſcent. 
*Twas of a well-growa ſtag, whoſe antlers riſe 
High o'er his front, his beams ir vade the ſkies: 
Frora this light cauſe, th' infernal maid prepares 
The country churls to miſchief, hate, and wars. 
Vor. III. (© 


26 VI1RGIL's B. VII. v. 653. 


The ſtately beaſt the two Tyrrheidæ bred, 
Snatch'd from his dam, and the tame youngling fed. 
Their father Tyrrheus did his fodder bring: 
Tyrrheus chief ranger to the Lati an king. 

Thcir ſiſter Silvia cheriſh'd with her care 

The little wanton, and did wreaths prepare 

To hang his Ludding horns: with ribbons ty'd 

His tetder neck, and comb'd his ſilken hide 3 

And bath'd his body. Patient of command, 

In time he grew, and growing us'd to hand. 

He waitcd at his m:ſicr's board for food; 

Then ſonght his :lvage Kindred in the wood: 

Where gazing all the Cay, at night he came 

To his known lodgings, end his country dame. 
This houſhoid beaſt, that vs'd the woodland 

grounds, 

Was vieu 'I at firſt by the young hero's hounds; 

As Jown the ffream he ſwam, to {ci retreat 

In the coo! waters, and to quench his I. cat. 

Aſccnius young, and eager of his game, 

Soon bert his bow, uncertain in his im: 

But the dire fiend the fatal arrow guides, 

Which pierc'd his bowels thro” his pant ing ſides. 

The b!ceding creature iſſues frem che £ouds, 0 

Poſſch'd with fear, and ſeeks his known abodes; 

His old familiar hearth, and houſhold gods. 3 

He falls, he fills the houſe with heavy proans, 

Implores their pity, and his pain bemoaas. 

Young Silvia beats her breaſt, and cries aud 

For ſuccour from the c!pwnifl neightourto ; 
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The churls aſſemble; ſor the fiend, who lay 

In the cloſe woody covert, urg'd their way. 

One with a brand yet burning from the flame, 

Arm'd with a knotty club another came; 

Whate'*cr they catch or find, without their care, 

Their fury makes an inſtrument of war. 

Tyrrheus, the ſoſter-ſather of the beaſt, 

Then clencli'd a hatchet in his horry fiſt : 

Bat held his hand from the deſcending ſtroke, 2 

And left bis wedge within the cloven oak, 

To whec their courage, and their rage provoke. J 

And now the goddeſs, cxercis'd in ill, | 

Who watch'd an hour to work her impious will, 

Aſcends the roof, and to her crooked horn, 

Such as was then by Latian ſhepherds borne, 

Adds all her breath, the rocks and woods around, 

And mountains, tremble at th' infernal ſourd. 

The ſacred lake of Trivia from afar, 

The Veline fountains, and ſulphureous Nar, 5 

Shake at the baleful blaſt, the ſgnal of the war. 

Yourg mothers wildly ſtare, with fear poſſeſs'd, 

And ſtrain their helpleſs infants to their bre=ſt. 
The clowns, a boiſrous, rude, ungovern'd crew, 

Wiih furious haſte to the loud ſummons fiew. 

The pon 'rs of Troy then iſſuing on the plain, 

With fre recruits their youthful chief ſuſtain : 

Not theirs a raw and unexperienc'd train, 

But a frm body of embattel'd men. 

At firſt, a hile fortune favour'd neither ſide, 

The fight with clubs and burning brands was try'd : 

C 2 
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But now, both parties reinforc'd, the fields 
Are bright with flaming ſwords and brazen ſhields. 
A ſhining harveſt either hoſt diſplays, 
And ſhoots againſt the ſun with equal rays. 
Thus when a black-brow'd guſt begins to riſe, 8 
White foam at firſt on the curl'd ocean fries; 
Then roars the main, the billows mount the Mies: I 
Till by the fury of the ſtorm full blown, 
The muddy bottom o'er the clouds is thrown. 
Firſt Almon falls, old Tyrrheus eldeſt care, 
Pierc'd with an arrow from the diſtant war : 
Fix'd in his throat the flying weapon ood, 
And ſtopp'd his breath, and drank his vital blood, 
Huge heaps of lain around the body riſe; 
Amongſt the reſt, the rich Galeſus lies : 
A good old man, while peace he preach'd in vain, 
Amidſt the madneſs of th* unruly train: 
Five herds, five bleating flocks his paſture fill'd, 
Vis lands a hundred yoke of oxen tilPd. 
Thus, while in equal ſcales their fortune ſtood, 
The fury bath'd them in each other's blood. 
Then having fix'd the fight, exulting flies, 
And bears fulſill'd her promiſe to the ſkies. 
To Juno thus ſhe ſpeaks ; behold, 'tis done, 
The blood already drawn, the war begun; 
The diſcord is complete, nor can they ceaſe 
The dire debate, nor you command the peace, 
Now ſince the Latian and the Trojan brood 
Have taſted vengeance, and the ſweets of blood; 
Speak, and my pow*r ſhall add this office more; 
The nciglib' ring nations of th' Auſonian more 
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Shall hear the dreadful rumour, from afar, 
Of arm'd iavaſton, and embrace the war. 
Then Juno thus: The grateful work is done, 
The ſeeds of diſcord ſow'd, the wer begun 
Frauds, fears, and fury, have poſſeſs d the ſtate, 
And fix'd the cauſes of a laſting hate: 
A bloody Hymen ſhell th' alliance join 
Betwixt the Trojan and Avufonian line: | 
But thou with ſpced to night and hell repair; 
For not the gods, nor angry Jove will bear : 
Thy lau lci> wand”ring walks in upper air. 
Leave what remains to me. Saturnia ſaid : 
The ſulien fiend her ſounding wings Gilplay'd ; 
Lnwilling left the light, and fought the nether 
ſnade, 

In widſt of Italy, well known to fame, 
There lies a lake, Amſanctus is the name, 
Beiow the lofty mounts: on either ſide 
Thick foreſts the forbidden entrance hide: 
Full ia the center of the ſacred wood 
An arm ariſes of the Stygian flood; 
Which, breaking from beneath with bellowing ſound, 
Whirls the black waves and rattling ſtones around. 
Here Pluto pants for breath from out his cell, 
And opens wide the grinning jaws of hell. 
To this inferr :1 lake the fury flics ; 
Here hides her hated head, and frees the lab'ring lies. 
Saturnian Juno, now with double care, 
Attends the fatal proceſs of the war. 

C3 
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The clowns rctern'd from battle bear the lain, 
Implore the gods, and to their king complain. 
The corps of Almon and the reſt are ſhown, | 
Shricks, clamours, murmurs, fill the frighted town, | 
Ambitions Turnus in the preſs appears, 
And, ageravating crimes, augments their ſcars: 
Froclaims his private injuries aloud, 

A ſolemn promiſe made, and diſavou d; 6 
A foreign fon is ſought, and a mix'd mongrel brood. 
Then they, whoſe mothers, ſrantie with their fear, 2 4 
In woods and vids the flags of Pacchus bear, | 

And lead his dances with CithevelPd hair, 5 
Increaſe the clamour, and the war demand, 

(Such was Amata's int'reſt in the land), 

Againſt the public ſanctions of the peace, 

Againſt all omens of their ill ſucceſs ; 

With fates averſe, the rout in arms reſort, 

To force their monarch, and inſult the court. 7 
But like a rock unmoy'd, a rock that braves | 
The raging tempeſt and the riſing waves, | 
Propp'd on himſelf he ſtands : his ſolid ſides | 
Waſh off the ſea-weeds and the ſounding tides : 

So ſtood the pious prince unmov'd: and long . 
Suſtain'd the madneſs of the noiſy throng. C 
But when he found that Juno's pow'r prevail'd, | 
And all the metbods of cool counſel fail'd, 

Fe calls the gods to witneſs their offence, 

L:ſciaims the war, aſſerts his innocence : 

Hurry'd by fate, he crics, and borne before 

A furious uind, we leave the faithful ſhore : 
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O more than madmen ! you yourſelves ſhall bear 
The guilt of blood and facrilegious war: - 
Thou, Turnus, ſhalt atone it by thy ſate, 

And pray to heav'n for peace; but pray too late, 
For me, my ſtormy voyage at en end, 

I to the port of dezth ſecurely tend. 

The fun'ral pomp which to your kings you pay, 
Ts all I want, and all you take away. 

He ſaid no more, but, in his walls confin'd, 
Shut out the woes which he too well divin'd: 
Nor with the riſing florm wou'd vainly ſtrive, 
But left the helm, and let the veſſel drive. 

A ſolemn cuſtom was obſerv'd of old, 

Which Latium held, and now the Romans hold; 
Their ſtandard when in fighting fields they rear 
Againſt the fierce Hyrcanians, or declare 6 
The Scythian, Indian, or Arabian war : 

Or from the boaſting Parthians wou'd regain 
Their eagles loſt in Carrhæ's bloody plain 

Two gates of ſteel, (the name of Mars they bear), 
And ftill are worſhipp'd with religious fear ; 
Before his temple ſtand : the dire abode, 

And the fear'd iſſues of the furious god, 

Are fenc'd with brazen bolts z without the gates 
The wary guardian Janus doubly waits. 
Then, when the ſacred ſenate votes the wars, 
The Roman conſul their decree declares, 

And in his robes the ſounding gates unbars. 

The youth in military ſhouts ariſc, 

And the loud trumpets break the yielding {kies. 
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Theſe rites of old by ſow'reign princes us'd, 
Were the king's ofiice ; but the king refus'd: 
Deaf to their c. ics, nor wou'd the gates unbar 

Of ſacred peace, or looſe th' imprifon'd war: 

But hid his head, and, ſafe from aloud alarms, 
Abhorr'd the wicked miniſtry of arms. 

Then heav'n's imperiovs queen ſhot down from high, 
At her approach the. brazen hinges fly, 

The gates are forc'd, and ev'ry falling bar, 

And like a tempeſt iſſues out the war. 

The peaceful cities of the Auſonian ſore, 

Lull'd in their eaſe, and undiſturb'd befure, 

Are all on fire; and ſome with ſtadious care, 
Their reli ficeds in ſanqy plains prepare: 

Some their ſoft limbs in painful marches try, 

And war is all their with, and arms the gen' ral cry. 
Part ſcour the ruſiy ſhiclds, with ſcam, and pact 
New grind the blunted ax, and point the dart : 
With joy they view the waying enſigas fly, 

And hear the trumpet's clangor pierce the ky. 
Five cities forge their arms: th' Atinian pov 'rs, 
Anteranz, Tibur with her lofty tow'rs, 

Ardea the prowl, the Cruſtumerian town: 

All theſe of old were places of renown. 

Some hammer helmets for the fighting field, 

8ome twine young iallows to ſapport the ſhield ; 
The croſlet ſome, and ſome the cuiihes mould, 
With ſilver plated, and with ductile gold. 

The ruſtic honours of the ſcythe and ſhare, 

Give place to ſwords and plumes, the pridc of war, 
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Old fauchions are new temper'd in the fires : 
The ſcunding . ev'ry ſoul inſpires. 
The word is giv'n, with eager ſpeed they lace 
The ſhining head-piece, and the ſhield embrace. 
The neighing ſteeds are to the chariots ty'd, 
The truſty weapon fits on ev'ry fide. 
And now the mighty labour is begun, 
Ye Muſes, open all your Helicon. 
Sing you the chiefs that ſway'd the Auſonian land, 
Their arms, and armies under their command: 
What warriors in our ancient clime were bred, 
What ſoldiers follow'd, and what heroes led. 
For well you know, and can record alone, 
What fame to future times conveys but darkly down. 
Mezentius firſt appear'd upon the plain, 
Scorn ſat upon his brows, and ſour diſdain; 
Defying earth and heav'n: Etruria loſt, 
He brings to Turnus? aid his baffled hoſt. 
The charming Lauſus, full of youthful fire, 
Rode in the rank, and next his ſullen fire: 
To Tarnus only ſecond, in the grace 
OC manly mien, and features of the face; 
A ſkilful horſeman, and a huntſman bred, 
With fates averſe a thouſand men he led: 
His fire unworthy of ſo brave a ſon; 
Himſelf well worthy of a happier throne. 
Next Aventinus drives his chariot round 
The Latian plains, with palms and laurcls crown'd. 
Proud of his ſteeds he ſmokes along the field, 
His father's bydra fills the ample ſhield. 


—— 
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The ſon of Hercules he jaſtiy ſeems, 

By his bros d ſhoulders and gigartic limbs. 

Of hcav'n!; part, and part of carthly blood, 

A mortal woman mixing with 2 god. 

For ſtrong, Alcides, after he had flain 

The tripl« Geryon, drove from conquer'd Spain 
His capiive heres, and thence in triun.ph led; 
On Tuſcan Tiber's flow*ry banks they fed. 

Then on mount Aventine, the ſon of Jove 

The prieſteſs Rhea found, and forc'd to love. 

For arms, bis men long piles and jav'lins bore, 
And poles with pointed ſteel their focs in battle gore. 
Like Hercules kimſclf his ſon appears, 

In ſalvage pomp; a lion's hide he wears; 
About his ſhoulders hangs the ſhaggy ſi in, 
The teeth and gaping jaws ſeverely grin. 
Thus, like the god his father, homely dreſt, 
He ſtrides into the ball, a horrid gueſt. 

Then two twin-vrothers from fair Tibur came, 
(Which from their brother Tiburs took the name), 
Fierce Corzs, and Catillus void of ar, 
Arm'd Arpivg horſe they led, and in the front appear, 
Like cloud-born Centaurs, from the mountain's 

height, 
Wich rapid courſe deſecnding to the ſight; 
They ruſh long, the ra:tling woods give wey, 
The branches bend before the ſweepy ſway. 
Nor was Præneſic's founder wanting there, 


Whom famc reports the ſon of Mulciber : 


A hundred ſ-rpents hifs about the brims; 2 
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Found in the fire, and foſter'd in the plains, 

A ſhepherd and a king at once he reigns, 

And leads to Turnus“ aid his comtry fwains. 

His own Præneſte ſends a choſen band 

With thoſe who plough Saturr.ia's Gabire land: 

Beſides the ſuecour which old Anien yields, 

The rocks of Hernicus, and dewy fields; 

Anagnia fat, and father Amaſene, 

A num'rous rout, but all of naked men; 

Nor arms they wear, nor ſwords and bucklers wield, 

Nor drive the chariot thro” the Cuſty field: 

But whirl from leathern ſlings huge bells of lead; 

And ſpoils of yellow wolves adorn their head: 

The left foot naked when they march to fight, 

But in a bul?'s raw hide they heath the richt. 
MeTapns next, (great Neptune ves nis ſir-), 

Secure cf ſteel, and fated from the fie, 

In pomp appears: and with his ardour wartas 

A hezriiefs train, unexercis'd in arms: 

The juſt Faliſcans he to battle Lrings, 

And thoſe whagtive where lake Cimir.ia ſprings; 

And where Feronia's grove and ::mple fi:ncs, 

V bo till Feſccuniai ar Flavinian lands: 

All theſe in order march, and marching Crg 

The warlike actions of tlirir ſca- born king. 

Like a long team of ſnowy fans on high, 

Which clap their wings, and cleave the liquid f:y, 

hen homeward from their watry paſtures borne, 

They ſing, and Aſia's lakes their notes return. 

Not one who heard their muſic fron afar, + 

„ on! 115;.% theſe troops an ariay teain'd to war: 
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But flocks of fowls, that, when the tempeſts roar, 

With their hoarſe gabbling ſeek the ſilent ſhore. 

Then Clauſus came, who led a num'rous band 

Of troops embody'd from the Sabine land: 

And in himſelf alone an army brought: 

Twas he the noble Claudian race begot: 

The Claudian race, ordain'd in times to come, 

To ſhare the greatneſs of imperial Rome, 

He led the Cures forth of old renown, 

Mutuſcans from their olive bearing town z 

And all th' Eretian pow'rs: beſides a band 

That follow'd from Velinum's dewy land: 

And Amiternian troops, of mighty fame, 

And mountaineers, that from Severus came. 

And from the craggy cliffs of Tetrica, 

And thoſe where yellow Tiber takes his way, 5 

And where Himella's wanton waters play. 

Caſperia ſends her arms, with thoſe that lie 

By Fabaris, and fruitful Foruli: 

The warlike aids of Horta next appear, 

And the cold Nurſians come to cloſe the rear: 

Mix'd with the natives born of Latin blood, 

Whom Allia waſhes with her fatal flood. 

Net thicker billows beat the Libyan main, 

When pale Orion ſets in wintry rain; 

Nor thicker harveſt on rich Hermus riſe, 

Or Lycian fields, when Pharbus burns the ſkies z 

Than ſtand theſe troops: their bucklers ring around, 

Their trampling turns the turf, and ſhakes the ſolid 
ground, 
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High in his chariot then Halefus came, 

A foe by birth to Troy's unhappy nume: 

From Agamemnon born: to Turnus' aid 

A thouſand men the youthful hero led; 

Who till the Maſſick ſoil, for wine renown'd, 

And fierce Auruncans from their hilly ground: 

And thoſe who live by Sidicinian ſhores, 

And where, with ſhoaly fords, Vulturnus roars ; 

Cales and Oſca's old inhabitants, 

And rough Saticulans, inur'd to wants: 

Light demi-lances from afar they throw, 

Faſten'd with leathern thongs, to gall the foe. 

Short crooked ſwords in cloſer fight they wear, 

And on their warding arm like bucklers bear. 
Nor Oebalus, ſhalt thou be left unſung, 

From nymph Semethus and old Telon ſprung : 

Who then in Teleboan Capri reign'd, 

But that ſhort iſle th* ambitious youth diſdain'd ; 

And o'er Campania ſtretch'd his ample ſway ; 

Where ſwelling Sarnus ſeeks the Tyrrhene ſea : 

O'er Batulum, and where Abella ſees, 

From her high tow*rs, the harveſt of her trees. 

And theſe (as was the Teuton uſe of old) 

Wield brazen ſwords, and brazen backlers hold; 

Sling weighty ſtones, when from afar they fight z 

Their caſks are cork, à covering thick and light. 
Next theſe in rank, the warlike Ufens went, 

And led the mountain troops that Nurſia ſent. 

The rude Equicolz his rule obey'd, 

Hunting their ſport, and plund' ring was their trade, 
Vor. III. D 
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In arms they plough'd, to battle till prepar'd : 

Their ſoil was barren, and their hearts were hard. 
Umbro the prieſt the proud Marrubians led, 

By king Archippus ſent to Turnus“ aid; e 

And peaceful oli ves crown'd his hoary head. 5 

His wand and holy words, the viper's rage, 

And venom'd wound of ſerpents could affwage. 

He, when he pleas'd with pow'rful juice to flecp 

Their temples, ſhut their eyes in pleaſing ſleep. 

But vain were Marſian herbs, and magic art, 

To cure the wound giv'n by the Dardan dart. 

Yet his untimely fate th' Angitian woods 

In ſighs remurmur'd to the Fucine floods. 

The ſon of fam'd Hippolytus was there ; 

Fam'd as his fire, and as his mother fair, 

Whom in Egerian groves Aricia bore, 

And nurs'd his youth along the marſhy ſhore? 

Where great Diana's peaceful altars flame, 

In fruitful fields, and Virbius was his name. 

Hippolytvs, as old records have faid, 

Was by his ſtepdame fought to ſhare her bed: 

But when no female arts his mind con'd move, 

She turn'd to furious hate her impious love. 

Torn by wild horſes on the ſandy ſhore, 

Another's crimes th? unhappy hunter bore; 5 

Glutting his father's eyes with guiltleſs gore. 

But chaſte Dizna, who his death deplor'd, 

With Xſculapian herbs his life reſtor'd. 

When Jove, who ſw from high, with juſt diſdain, 

The dead inſpir'd with vital breath age in, 
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Struck to the center, with his flaming dart, 
Th' unhoppy founder of the godlike art. 
But Trivia kept in ſecret ſhades alone, 
Her care, Hippolytus, to fate unknown ; 
And call'd him & irbius in th' Egerian grove : 
Where then he liv'd obſcure, but ſafe from Jove. 
For this, from Trivia's temple and her wood, 
Are cout ſers driv'n, who ſhed their maſter's blood: 
Affrighted by the monſters of the flood. 
His ſon, the ſecond Virbius, yet retain'd 
His father's art, and warrior ſteeds he rein'd, 

Amid the troops, and like the leading god, 
High o'er the reſt, in arms the graceful Turnus rode: 
A triple pile of plumes his creſt adorn'd, 
On which with belching flames Chimera burn'd: 
The more the kindled combat riſes higher, 
The more with fury burns the blazing fire, 
Fair 16 grac'd his ſhield, but 16 now | | 
With horns exalted ſtands, and ſeems to low: 
(A noble charg:), her kceper by her ſide, 
To watch her walks, his hundred eyes apply'd. 
And on the brims her fire, the watry god, 
Roll'd from a ſilver urn his cryſtal flood, 
A cloud of ſoot ſucceeds, and fills the fields 
With ſwords, and pointed ſpears, and claſking ſhields; 
Of Argives, and of old Sicanian bands, 
And thoſe who plough the rich Satulian lands; 
Auruncan youth, and thoſe Sacrana yields, 
And the proud Labicans with painted ſhie lds. 
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And thoſe who near Numician ſtre ams reſide, 

And thoſe whom Tiber's holy foreſts hide : 
Or Circe's hills from the main land divide: 
Where Ufens glides along the lowly lands, 

Or the black water of Pomptina ſtands. 

Laſt from the Volſcians fair Camilla came; 
And led her warlike troops, a warrior dame : 
Unbred to ſpinniag, in the loom unſkilPd, 

She choſe the nobler Pallas of the field. 

NIix'd with the firſt, the fierce virago fought, 
Suſtain'd the toils of arms, the danger ſought; 
Outſtripp'd the winds in ſpeed upon the plain, 
Flew o'er the fields, nor hurt the bearded grain: 
She ſwept the ſeas, and as ſhe ſkimm'd along, 
Her fly ing feet unbath'd on billows hung. 
Men, boys, and women, ſtupid with ſurpriſe, 
Where-c'er the paſſes fix their wand' ring eyes: 
Longing they look, and gaping at the ſight, 
Devour her o'er and oer with vaſt delight. 
Her purple habit fits with ſuch a grace 

On her ſmooth ſhoulders, and fo ſuits her face: 
Her head with ringlets of her hair is crown'd ; 
And in a golden caul the curls are bound; 

She ſhakes her myrtle jav'lin; and, behind, 
Her Lyciaa quiver dances in the wind. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


y * E war being now begun, beth the generals make 

all prffible preparations. Turnus ſends ts Dio- 
ane leg. AF neas goes in perſon to beg ſriccorrs from 
Ewauder, and the Tuſcaus. Evander recetves him 
kindly, furniſbes him with men, and ſends his ov n 
Jon Pallus with him. Vulcan, at the requeſt of Ve- 
nus, makes arms for ber ſon AXneas, and draws on 


tis foxeld the meſt memorable attions of bis poſterity, 
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W HEN Turnus had aſſembled all his pow'rs, 
His ſtandard planted on Laurentum's tow'rs ; 
When now the ſprightly trumpet, from afar, 

Had giv*n the fgnal of approaching war, 

Had rousꝰd the neighing leeds to ſcour the fields, 
Vhile the fierce riders clatter'd on their ſhields, 
Trembling with rage, the Latian youth prepare 
To join th allies, and headlong ruſh to war. 
Fierce Ufens, and Meſſapus, led the crowd; 

With bold Mezentius, who blaſphem'd aloud. 
Theſe thro? the country took their waſleful courſe, 
The fields to forage, and to gather force. 

Then Venulus to Diomede they ſend, 

To beg his aid Auſonia to defend : 

Declare the common danger ; and inform 

The Grecian leader of the growing ſtorm : 

Aneas landed on the Latian coaſt, 

With baniſh'd gods, and with a baffled hoſt; 

Yet now aſpir'd to conqueſt of the ſtate; 

And claim'd a title from the gods and fate. 
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What num'rous nations in his quarrel came, 
And how they ſpread his formidable name. 
What he deſign'd, what miſchiefs might ariſe, 
If fortune favour'd his firſt enterpriſe, 

Was left for him to weigh: whoſe equal fears, 
And common int'reſt was involv'd in theirs. 
While Turnus end th' allies thus urge the war, 
The Trojan, floating in a flood of care, 5 
Bcholds the tempeſt which his ſoes prepare. 
This way and that he turns his anxious mind, 
Thinks, and rejects the counſels he deſign'd ; 
Explores himſelf iu vain, in ev'ry part, 

And gives no reſt to his diſtrated heart. 

So when the ſun by day, or moon by night, 
Strike on the poliſh'd braſs their trembling light, 
The glitt'ring ſpecies here and there divide, 

And caſt their dubious beams from ſide to fide : 
Now on the walls, now on the pavement play, 
And to the cicling flaſh the glare of day. 

*Twas night; and weary nature lull'd aſleep 

The birds of air, and fiſhes of the deep; 

And beaſts, and mortal men: the Trojan chief, 
Was laid on Tiber's banks, oppreſs'd with grief, 
And found in ſilent lumber late relief. 

Then thro' the ſhadows of the poplar wood 
Aroſe the father of the Roman flood; 

An azure robe was o'er his body ſpread, 

A wreath of ſhady reeds adorn'd his head: 
Thus, manifeſt to ſight, the god appear'd, 

And with theſe pleaſing words bis ſorrow cheer'd, 
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Undoubted offspring of ethereal race, 
O long expected in this promis'd place, 
Vho thro” the foes haſt borne thy baniſh'd gods, 
Reſtor'd them to their hearths, and old abodes ; 
This is thy happy home! The clime where fate 
Ordains thee to reſtore the Trojan ſtate. 
Fear not, the war ſhall end in laſting peace; 
And all the rage of haughty Juno ceaſe. 

And that this nightly viſion may not ſeem 
Th' eſſect ot fancy, or an idle dream, 
A ſow beneath an oak ſhall lie along, 
All white herſelf, and white her thirty young, 
Vhen thirty rolling years have run their race, 
Thy ſon, Aſcanius, on this empty ſpace 
Shall build a royal town, of laſting fame; 
Which from this omen ſhall receive the name. 
Time ſhall approve the truth. For what remains, 
And how with ſure ſucceſs to crown thy pains, 
With patience next attend. A baniſh'd band, 
Driv'n with Evandcr from th* Arcadian land, 
Have planted here; and plac'd on high their walls; 
Their town the founder, Palametum calls x 
Deriv'd from Pallas, his great grandfire's name : 
But the fierce Latians old poſſeſſion claim, 
With war infeſling the new colony; 
Theſe make thy friends, and on their aid rely. 
To thy free paſſage 1 ſubmit my ſtreams: 
Wake, ſon of Venus, from thy pleaſing dreams ; 
And, when the ſetting ſtars are loſt in day, 
To Juno's pow'r thy juſt devotion pay. 
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With ſacrifice the wrethſul queen appeaſe : 

Her pride at length ſhall fall, her fury ceaſe: 
When thou return'ſt victorious from the war, 
Perform thy vows to me with grateful care. 

The god am I, whoſe yellow water flows 

Around theſe fields, and fattens as it goes : 

Tiber my name: among the rolling floods 
Renown'd on earth, eſteem'd among the gods. 
This is my certain ſeat: in times to come, 

My waves ſhall waſh the walls of mighty Rome. 
He ſaid; and plung'd below while yet he ſpoke: 
His dream A.neas and his fleep forſook. 

He roſe, and looking up, beheld the ſkies 

With purple bluſhing, and the day ariſe. 

Then water in his hollow palm he took 

From Tiber's flood ; and thus the pow'rs beſpoke. 
Laurentian nymphs, by whom the ſtreams are fed, 
And father Tiber, in thy ſacred bed 

Receive Xneas; and from danger keep. 
Whatever fount, whatever holy deep, 

Conceals thy watry ſtores; where-c'er they riſe, 
And, bubbling from below, ſalute the ſkies: 
Thou king of horned floods, whoſe plenteous urn 
Suſſices fatneſs to the fruitful corn; 

For this thy kind compaſſion of our woes, 

Shalt ſhare my morning ſong, and ev'ning vows. 
But, oh! be preſent to thy people's aĩd ; 

And firm the gracious promiſe thou haſt made. 
Thus having ſaid, two gallics, from his ſtores, 
With care he chuſes ; mans, and fits with oars. 
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Now on the ſhore the fatal ſwine is found: 

Weond”rous to tell! ſhe lay along the ground 

Her wel!l-fed offspring at her udders hung 

She white herſelf, and white her thirty young 

Ancas takes the mother, and her brood, 

And all on Juno's altar are beſtow'd. 

The following night, and the ſucceeding day, 

Propitions Tiber ſmooth'd his watry way: 

He rolPd his river back, and pois'd he ſtood; 

A gentle ſwelling, and a peaceful flood. 

The Trojans mount their ſhips; they put from ſhore; 

Borne on the waves, and ſcarcely dip an oar. 

Shouts from the land give omen to their courſe, 

And the pitch'd veſſels glide with eaſy force. 

The woods and waters wonder at the gleam 

Of ſhields, and pzinted ſhips, that ſtem the ſtream. 

One ſummer's night, and one whole day they paſs 

Betwixt the green-wood ſhades; and cut the liquid 
glaſs. 

The fiery ſum had finiſt*d half bis race, 

Look'd back, and doubted in the middle ſpzce ; 

When they from far beheld the riſing tow'r:, 

The tops of ſheds, and ſhepherds lowly bow”rs : 

Thin as they flood, which, then of homely clay, 

Now riſe in marble, from the Roman ſway. 

Theſe cots, (Evander's kingdom, mean and poor), 

The Trojan faw, and turn'd his ſhips to ſhore. 

*Twas on a ſolemn day : th' Arcadian flates, 

The king and prince, without the city gates, 
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Then paid their offꝰ rings in a ſacred grove 
To Hercules, the warrior ſon of Jove. 
Thick clouds of rolling ſmoke involve the ſkies: 
And fat of entrails on his altars fries. 

But when they ſaw the ſhips that ſtemmꝰ'd the flood, 
And glitter'd thro” the covert of the wood. 
They roſe with fear, and left th* unfiniſh'd feaſt: 
Till dauntleſs Pallas re-afſur'd the reſt 
To pay the rites. Himſelf without delay 
A jav'lin ſeiz'd, and ſingly took his way. 
Then gain'd a riſing ground; and call'd from far: 
Reſolve me, ſtrangers, whence and what you are; Q 
Your bus'neſs here; and bring you peace or war? 5 
High on the ſtern Æneas took his ſtand, 
And held a branch of olive in his hand, q 
While thus he ſpoke. The Phrygians arms you ſee, 
Expell'd from Troy, provok'd in Italy 
By Latian foes, with war unjuſtly made: 
At firſt affianc'd, and at laſt betray'd. 
This meſſage bear: the Trojans and their chief 
Bring holy peace, and beg the king's relief. 
Struck with ſo great a name, and all on fire, 
The youth replies, Whatever you require, * 
Your fame exacts; upon our ſhores deſcend, 4 
A welcome gueſt, and what you wiſh, a friend. 1 
He ſaid; and downward haſting to the ſtrand, 
Embrac'd the ſtranger prince, and join'd his hand. 
Conducted to the grove, Mneas broke 
The ſilence firſt, and thus the king beſpoke. 
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Beſt of the Greeks, to u hom, by fate's command, 
I bear theſe peaceful branches in my hand; 
Undaunted I approach you; though I know 
Your birth is Grecian, and your land my foe. 
From Atreus tho” your ancient lineage came, 
Ar.d both the brother-kings your kindred claim 
Yet my ſelf-conſcious worth, your high renown, 
Your virtue, thro? the neighb' ring nations blown, 
Our fathers mingled blood, Apollo's voice, 
Have led me hither, leſs by need than choice. 
Our founder Dardanus, as fame has ſung, 
And Greeks acknowledge, from Electra ſprung: 
Electra from the loins of Atlas came; 
Atlas, whoſe head ſuſtains the ſtarry frame. 
Your ſcre is Mercury; whom long before 
On cold Cyllene's top fair Maja bore. 
Maja the fair, on fame if we rely, 
Was Atlas' daughter, who ſuſtains the ſky. 
Thus from one common ſource our ſtreams divide: 
Ours is the Trojan, yours th' Arcadian fide. 
Rais'd by thele hopes, I ſent no news before, 2 
Nor afk'd your leave, nor did your faith imp:ore; 
But come, without a pledge, my own ambaſſador. I 
The ſame Rutulians, who with arms purſue 
Ihe Trojan rice, are equal foes to you. 
Our hoſt expell'd, what farther force can ſtay 
The victor troops from univerſal ſway ? x 
Then will they ſtretch their pow'r athwart the land; 
And either ſea from fide to fide command. 
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Receive our offer'd faith; and give us thine: 
Ours is a gen'rous and experienc'd line: 

We want not hearts nor bodics for the war; 

In council cautious, and in fields we dare. 

He ſaid; and while he ſpoke, with piercing eyes, 
Evander view'd the man with vaſt ſurpriſe. 
Pleas'd with his action, raviſh'd with his face, 
Then anſwer'd briefly, with a royal grace. 

O valiant leader of the Trojan line, | 

In whom the features of thy father ſhine 

How I recal Anchiſes, how I ſee 

His motions, mien, and all my friend in thee ! 
Long tho? it be, tis freſh within my mind, 
When Priam to his ſiſter's court deſign'd 

A welcome vilit, with a friendly ſtay 

And thro” th* Arcadian kingdom took his way. 
Then, paſt a boy, the callow down began 

To ſhade my chin, and call me firſt a man. 

I ſaw the ſhining train with vaſt delight, 

And Priam's goodly perſon pleas'd my ſight: 
But great Anchiſcs, far above the reſt, 

With awful wonder fir'd my youthful breaſt. 

I long'd to join, in friendſhip's holy bands, 
Our mutual hearts, and plight our mutual hands. 
I firſt accoſted him: I ſu'd, I ſought, 

And with a loving force to Pheneus brought. 
He gave me, when at length conſtrain'd to go, 
A Lycian quiver, and a Gnoſſian bow; 

A veſt embroider'd, glorious to behold, 2 
And two rich bridles, with their bits of gold, 
Which my ſon's courſers in obedicnce hold. 
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The league you afk I offer, as your right: 

And when to-morrow?s ſun reveals the light, 

Vith ſaift ſupplĩes you ſhall be ſent away: 

Now celcbrate, with us, this ſolemn day ; 8 

Whoſe holy rites admit no long delay. 

Honour our annual feaſt; and take your ſeat 

Vith friendly welcome, at a homely treat. 

Thus having ſaid, the bowls (remov'd for fear) 

The youths replac'd; and ſoon reſtor'd the cheer, 

On ſods of turf he ſet the ſoldiers round; 

A maple throne, rais'd higher from the ground, 

Receiv'd the Trojan chief: and o'er the bed, 

A lion's ſhaggy hide for ornament they ſpread. 

The loaves were ſerv'd in caniſters ; the wine 

In bowls, the prieſt renew'd the rites divine : 

Broil'd entrails are their food; and beef”s continu'd 
chine. | 

But, when the rage of hunger was repreſs'd, 

Thus ſpoke Evander to his royal gueſt. 

Theſe rites theſe altars, and this feaſt, O king, 

From no vain fears, or ſuperſtition ſpring : 

Or blind devotion, or from blinder chance; 

Or heady zeal, or brutal ignorance: 

But, ſav'd from danger, with a grateful ſenſe, 

The labours of a god we recompence. 

See, from afar, yon rock that mates the ſky; 

About whoſe feet ſuch hezps of rubbiſh ly: 

Such indigeſted ruin; bleak and bare, 

How deſert now it ſtands, expos'd in air ! 

*Twas once a robber's den; inclos'd around 

With living ſtore, and deep bencath the ground. 
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The monſter Cacus, more than half a beaſt, 

This hold, impervious to the ſun, poſſcis'd. 

The pavement ever foul with humen gore; | 
Heads, and their mangled members, hung the door. 
Vulcan this plague begot : and, like his fire, 

Black clouds he belch'd, and flakes of livid fire, 
Time long expected, ess'd us of our load, 

And brought the needful preſence of a god. 

Th avenging force of Hercules, from Spain, 
Arriv'd in triumph, from Geryon lain 5 
Thrice liv'd the gant, and thrice liv'd in vain. 
His prize, the lowing herds, Alcides drove 

Near Tiber's bank, to graze the ſhady grove. 
Allur'd with hope of plunder, and intent 

Py force to rob, by fraud to circumvent, 

The brutal Cacus, as by chance they ſtray'd, 

Four oxen thence, and four fair kine convey'd. 
And, leſt the printed footſieps might be ſeen, 

He dravg'd 'em backwards to his rocky den. 

The tracts averſe a lying notice gave, 

And led the ſerrcher backward from the cave: 
Meantime the herdfman hero ſhifts his place, 

To fond freſh paß ure, ond untrodden grafs, 

The beaſts, who mĩſꝭ'd their mates, fill'd all around 
With bellowirgs, and the rocks reſtor'd the ſound. 
One heifer, who had heard her love complain, 
Foar'd from the cave, and made the project vain. 
Alcides tonnd the fraud: with rage he ſhook, 

And tofs'd about his head his knotte] oak. 

Swift -$s the winds, or Scythian arros 's flight, 

He cindb'd, with eager haſte, th' acrial boight, 
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Then firſt we ſaw the monſter mend his pace: 

Fear in his eyes, and paleneſs in his face, 

Confeſs'd the god's approach: trembling he ſprings, 

As terror had increas'd his fect with wings : 

Nor ſtaid for ſtairs ; but down the depth he threw 

His body; on his back the door he drew. 

The door, a rib of living rock; with pains 

His father hew'd it out, and bound with iron chains. 

He broke the heavy links; the mountain clos'd, 

And bars and levers to his foc oppos'd. 

The wretch had hardly made his dungeon faſt ; 

The fierce avenger came with bounding haſte: 

Survey'd the mouth of the forbidCen hold; 

And here and there his raging eyes he roll'd. 

He gnaſh'd his teeth; and thrice he compaſs'd round 

With winged ſpeed the circuit of the ground. 

Thrice at the cavern's mouth he pull'd in vain, 

And, panting, thrice deſiſted from his pain. 

A pointed fiinty rock, all bare and black, 

Grew gibbous from behind the mountain's back: 

Owls, ravens, all ill omens of the night, 

Here built their neſts, and hither wing'd their flight. 

The leaning head hung threat'ning o'er the flood, 

And nodded to the left: the hero ſtood 

Averſe, with planted feet, and from the right 

Tugg'd at the ſolid ſtone with all his might. 

Thus heav'd, the fix'd foundations of the rock 

Gave way: Heav'n echo'd at the rattling ſhock. 

Tum bling it chok'd the flood: on either fide 

The banks leap backward, and the ſtreams divide. 
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The ſey ſhronk vpward with vnuſual drerd ;; 

And tremblins Tiber div'd beneath his bed. 

The court of Cacus ſtands reveal'd to ſight; 

The cavern glares with new 2dmitted liaht. 

So the rent vopovrs with a rumbling ſound 

Y':.ve from below, and rend the hollow ground: 

A feanding f fuccecds : and from on high, 

The goss vith hate behold the nether ſky: 

The ghoſts re pine ot violated right; 

And corte m' invading fun, and ſicken at the ſight. 

he errcelefs menſer, caught in open day, 

Inc!) ord in deſpair to fiy away; 

Jou! horrible from underneath, and fills 

is Lot'ow glace with unmenly yells, 

The hero lands above; and from afar 

Plics him with derts, and ſtones, and diſtant war. 

Ne, from bis noſtrils and huge mouth, expires 

Blick clouds of ſmoke, amidſt his father's fires, 

Cutlring, with each repeated blaſl, the night, 

To mak: uncertain aim, and erring fight. 

The wrathfu! god then plunges from above, 

And where in thickeſt waves the ſparkles drove, 

There lights; and wades through fumes, and gropes 
his way; 

Half ſing'd, balf Nifted, till he grafps his prey. 

The monſter, ſpewing fruitleſs flames, he found ; 0 

Te ſqueez'd his throat, he writh'd his neck around * 

Ard in a knot his crippled members bound. 2 

Then from their ſockets tore his burning eyes; 

F.olPd on a heap the breathleſs robber lies, 
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The doors, unbarr'd, receive the roſhing day; 

And through the lights diſcloſe the raviſl'd prey. 

The bulls redeem'd, breathe open air again 

Next, by the feet, they drag him from his den. 

The wood*ring neighbourhood, with glad ſurpriſe, 

Pch-1d his ſhagged breaſt, his giant ſize, 

Ius mouth that flames no more, and his extinguiſh'd 
eyes. 

Frora that auſpicious day, with rites divine, 

We worſhip at the hero's holy ſhrine, 

Potitivs firſt ordain'd theſe annual vows, 

As pricſls were added the Pinarian houſe : 

ho rais'd this altar in the facred ſhade; 

Where honours, ever due, for cver ſhall be paid. 

For theſe deſerts, and this high virtue ſhown, 

Ye warlike youths, vour hcads with garlands crown, 

Fill high the goblets with a ſparkling flood: 

And with deep draughts invoke our common god. 

Ihis ſaid, a double wreath Evander twin'd; 

And poplars black and white his temples bind. 

Then brims his ample bowl : with like deſign 

The reſt invoke the gods, with ſprinkled wine, 

Meantime the fun deſcended from the ſkies; 

And the bright ev'ning ſtar began to riſe, 

And now the prieſt, Potitius at their head, 

In ſkins of beaſts involy'd, the long proceſſion led 

Held high the flaming tapers in their hands; 

As cuſtom had preſcrib'd their holy bands: 

Then with a ſecond courſe the tables load : 

And with full chargers oſſer to the god. 
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The Salii ſing; and cenſe his altars round 

With Saban ſmoke, their heads with poplar bound. 
One choir of old, another of the young; 

To dance, and bear the burden of the ſong. 

The lay records the labours, and the praiſe, 

And all th' immortal acts of Hercules. 

Firſt, how the mighty babe, when ſwath'd in bands, 
The ſerpents ſirangled with his infant hands. 
Then, as in years and matchleſs force he grew, 
Th' Occhalian walls, and Trojan overthrew. 
Beſides a thouſand hazards they relate, 

Procur'd by Juno's and Euriſtheus” hate. 

Thy hands, unconquer'd hero, cou'd ſubdue 

The cloud- born Centaurs, and the monſter crew. 
Nor thy reſiſtleſs arm the bull withſtood : 

Nor he the roaring terror of the wood. 

The triple porter of the Stygian ſeat 2 
With lolling tongue lay fawning at thy feet : 

And, ſeiz'd with fear, forgot his mangled meat. 5 
Th infernal waters trembled at thy ſight; 

Thee, god, no face of danger cou'd affright; 

Not huge Typhœus, nor th' unnumber'd ſnake, 
Increas'd with hiſſing heads, in Lerna's lake. 

Hail Jove's undoubted ſon! an added grace 

To heav'n, and the great author of thy race. 
Receive the grateful off rings which we pay, 

And ſmile propitious on thy ſolemn day. 

In numbers thus they ſung : above the reſt, 

The den and death of Cacus crown the feaſt. 

The woods to hollow vales convey the ſound, 

The valcs to hills, and hills the notes rebound. 
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The rites perform'd, the checr{ul train retice. 
Betwixt young Pallas and his zged fire 

The Trojan paſs'd, the city to ſurvey; 

And pleaſing talk begui!'d tne tedious way. 

The ſtranger caſt around his curious ey<s; 

New objects viewing fill, aith nev: ſurpriſe, 

With greedy joy enquires of various things; 

And acts and moruments of ancient kings. 

Then thus the founder of the Roman tou'rs: 
Theſe woods were {ir(t the ſeat of filvan pow'rs, 
Of nymfhs and fauns, ard ſalvage men, who took 
Their birth from trunks of trees, and ſtubborn oak. 
Nor laws they knew, nor manners, nor the care 
Of lab' ring oxen, or the ſhining ſhare : 5 
Nor arts of gain, nor what they gain'd to ſpare. 
Their exerciſe the chaſe : the running flood 
Supply'd their thirſt; the trees ſepply'd their food. 
Then Saturn came, who fled the pow'r of Jove, 
Robb'd of his realms, and baniſh'd from above. 
The men, diſpers'd on hills, to towns he brought; 
And laws ordain'd, and civil cuſtoms taught: 

And Latium calPd the land where ſate he lay 
From his uncuteous ſin, and his uſurping ſway. 
With his mild empire peace and plenty came; 

And hence the golden times deriv'd their name. 

A more degen' rate and diſcolour'd age 

Succeeded this, with avarice and rage. 

TY Auſonjans then, and bold Sicanians, came; 
And Saturn's empire often chang'd the name. 
Then kings, gigantic Tibris, and the reſt, 

With arbitrary ſway the land opprefS'd. 


VIRGIL's B. VIII. v. 439. 


For Tiber's flood was Albula before, 
Till, from the tyrant's fate, his name it bore. 
J laſt arri v'd, driv'n from my native home, 
By fortune's pow'r, and fate's reſiſtieſs doom. 
Long toſs'd on ſeas, I ſought this happy land: 
Warn'd by my mother nymph, and call'd by heav'n's 
command. 

Thus, walking on, he ſpoke: and ſhew'd the gate 
Since call'd Carmental by the Roman ſtate; 
Where ſtood an altar, ſacred to the name 
Of old Carmenta, the prophetic dame : 
Who to her fon foretold th' Anean race, 
Sublime in fame, and Rome's imperial place, 
Then ſhews the forcſt, which, in after- times, 
Fierce Romulus, for perpetratcd crimes, 
A ſacred refuge made : with this, the ſhrine 
Where Pan below the rock had rites divine. 
Then tells of Argus death, his murder'd gueſt, 
Whoſe grave and tomb his innocence atteſt. 
Thence, to the ſteep Tarpeian rock he leads; 
Now roof*d with gold; then thatch'd with homely 

reeds. 

A rev'rend fear (ſuch ſuperſtition reigns 
Among the rude) ev'n then poſſeſs'd the ſwains. 
Some god they knew, what god they could not tell, 
Did there amidſt the ſacred horror dwell. 
Thꝰ Arcadians thought him Jove; and ſaid they ſaw 
The mighty thund' rer with majeſtic awe ; 
Who ſhook his ſhield, and dealt his bolts around 
And ſcatter'd tempeſts on the teeming ground. 
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Then ſaw two heaps of ruins z once they ſtood 
Two ſtatcly towns, on either ſide the flood. 
Saturnia's and Janicula's remains: 

And cither place the founder's name retains. 
Diſcourſing thus together, they reſort 

Where poor Evander kept his country court. 

They view'd the ground of Rome's litigious hall 
Once oxen low'd where now the lawyers bawl. 
Then, ſtooping, thro? the narrow gates they preſs'd, 
When thas the king beſpoke his Trojan gucſt. 
Mean as it is, this palace, and this door, 

Receiv'd Alcides, then a conqueror. 

Dare to be poor: accept our homely food 

Which feaſted him; and emulate a god. 

Then underneath a lowly roof he led 2 


The weary prince z and laid him on a bed: 

The ſtuTvg leaves, with hides of bears o*'erfpread. 
Now night had ſhed her filver dews around, 

And with her ſable wings embrac'd the ground, 

When Love's fair goddeſs, anxious for her ſon, 

(New tumults rifing, and new wars begun), 

Couch'd with her huſband, in his golden bed, 

With theſe alluring words invokes his aid. 

And, that her pleaſing ſpeech his mind may move, 

Inſpires each accent with the charms of love. 

While cruel fate confpir'd with Grecian pow'rs, 

To level with the ground the Trojan tow'rs ; 

I aſk'd not aid th* unhappy to reſtore ; 

Nor did the ſaccour of thy (kill implore. 

Nor urg'd the labours of my lord in yain 

A ſinking empire longer to ſuſtain. 
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Tho? much I ow'd to Priam's houſe; and more 
The danger of Fneas did deplore. 

But now, by Jove's command, and fate's decree, 
His race is doom'd to reign in Italy: 

With humble ſuit I beg thy needful art, 

O Hill propitious pow'r that rules my heart! 

A mother kncels a ſuppliant for her ſon. 

By Thetis and Aurora thou wert won 

To forge impenetrable ſhields; and grace, 
With fated arms, a leſs illuſtrious race. 
Bchold, what haughty nations are combin'd 
Againſt the relics of the Phrygian kind; 

With fire and ſword my people to deſtroy; 
And conquer Venus twice, in conqu'ring Troy. 
She ſaid; and ſtraight her arms, of ſnowy hue, 
About her unreſolving huſband threw. 

Fer ſoft embraces ſoon infuſe deſire; 

His bones and marrow ſudden warmth inſpire 
And all the godhead feels the wonted fire. 

Not half ſo ſwift the rattling thunder flies, 

Or forky lightning flaſh along the ſkies. 

The goddeſs, proud of her ſucceſsful wiles, 
And conſcious of her form, in ſecret ſmiles. 
Then thus, the pow'r obnoxious to her charms, 
Panting, and half diſſolving in her arms: 

Why ſeek you reaſons for a cauſe ſo juſt; 

Or your own beauties, or my love diſtruſt? 
Long ſince, had you requir'd my helpful hand, 
TY artificer and art you might command, 

To labour arms for Troy: nor Jove, nor Fate, 
Confin'd their empire to ſo ſhort a date; 
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And if you now deſire new wars to wage, 

My {kill I promiſe, and my pains engage. 

Whatever melting metals can conſpire, 

Or breathing bellows, or the forming fire, 

Is freely yours: your anxious fears remove 

And think no taſk is difficult to love. 

Trembling he ſpoke; and eager of her charms, 

He ſnatch'd the willing goddeſs to his arms; 

Till in her lap infus'd, he lay poſſeſs'd 

Of Full deſire, and ſunk to pleaſing reſt. 

Now when the night her middle race had rode, 

And his firſt lumber had refreſh'd the god; 

The time when early houſewives leave the bed; 

When living embers on the hearth they ſpread; 

Supply the lamp, and call the maids to riſe, 

With yawuing mouths, and with half-open'd eyes; 

They ply the diſtaff by the winking light; 

And to their daily labour add the night. 

Thus frugally they earn their children's bread; 

And uncorrupted keep their nuptial bed. 

Not leſs concern'd, nor at a later hour, 

Roſe from his downy couch the forging pow'r. 
Sacred to Vulcan's name, an iſle there lay 

Betwixt Sicilia's coaſts and Lipare; 

Rais'd high on ſmoking rocks, and deep below, 

In hollow caves the fires of Atna glow. 

The Cyclops here their heavy hammers deal 

Lond ſtrokes and hiſſings of tormented ſtecl 

Are heard around: the boiling waters roar; 

And ſmoky flames thro? fuming tunnels ſoar. 
Vor. III. F 
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Hither the father of the fire, by nicht, 

Thro? the brown air precipitates his flight. 

On their etcrnal anvils here he found 

The brethren beating, and the blows go round: 

A load of pointleſs thunder now there lics 

Before their hands, to ripen for the ſkies: 

Theſe darts for angry Jove they daily caſt ; 

Conſum'd on mortals with prodigious waſte. 

Three rays of writhen rain, of fire three more, 

Of winged ſouthern winds, aud clovdy ſtore 

As many parts, the dreadful mixture frame: 

And fears are added, and avenging flame, 

Inferior miniſters for Mars repair 

His broken axle-trees and blunted war : 

And ſend him forth again with furbiſh'd arms, 

To wake the lazy war with trumpets loud al.rms. 

The reſt refreſh the ſcaly ſnakes that fold 

The ſhield of Pallas, and renew their gold. 

Full on the creſt the Gorgon's head they place, 

With eyes that roll in death, and with dilorted face. 
My ſons, ſaid Vulcan, ſet your taſks aſide, 

Your frengrh and maſter-{kill muſt now be try'd. 

Arms for a hero forge: arms that require 

Your force, your ſpeed, and all your forming fire. 

He ſaid : they ſet their former work aſ de, 

And their new toils with eager haſte divide. 

A flood of molten ſilver, braſs, and gold, 

And deadly ftcel, in the large furnace roll'd; 

Of this their artful hands a ſhicld prepare; 

Alone ſufficient to ſuſtain the war, 
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Sc v'n orbs within a ſpacious round they cloſe; 

Cne ſtirs the fire, and one the bellows blows. 

The hiſſirg Neel is in the ſmithy droun'd; 

The grot with beaten anvils groans around, 

By turns their arms advance, in equal time; 

By turns their hands deſcend, and hammers chime. 

They turn the glowing maſs with crooked tongs; 

The fiery work proceeds, with ruſtic ſongs. 

White, et the Lemnian god's command, they urge 

Their labours thus, and ply th“ Zolian forge; 

The cheerful morn ſalutes Evarder's eyes, 

And ſongs of chirping birds invite to riſe, 

He leaves his lowly bed; his buſt ins mect 

Above his ancles ; ſandals ſheath his feet: 

lle ſets his truſty ſu ord upon his (de; 

And o'er his ſhoulder throws a panther's hide. 

Two menial dogs before their maſter preſs'd ; 

Thus cla, and guarded thus, he ſeeks his kingly 
gueſt. 

NMindful of promis'd aid, he mends his pace; 

But mects A.neas in the middle ſpace. 

Yourg Pallis did his father's ſteps attend; 

And true Achates waited on his fricnd. 

They join their hands; a ſecret ſeat they chuſe; 

Th' Arcadian Grit their former talk renews. 

Undaunted prince, I never can believe 

The Trojzp empire Joſt, while you ſurvive. 

Command th” ailſtance of a faithful friend: 


But ſceble are the fuccours I can ſend. 
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Our narrow kingdom here the Tiber bounds; 
That other ſide the Latian ſtate ſurrounds; 5 
Inſults our walls, and waſtes our fruitful grounds. 
But mighty nations I prepare to join 

Their arms with yours, and aid your juſt deſign, 
You come, as by your better genius ſent; 

And fortune ſeems to favour your intent. 

Not far from hence there ſtands a hilly town, 

Of ancient building, and of high rerow n; 
Torn from the Tuſcans by the Lydian race, 
Who gave the name of Czre to the place, 

Once Agyllina call'd: it flouriſh'd long 

In pride of wealth, and warlike people ſtrong : 
Till d Mezentius, in a fatal hour, 

Aſſum'd the crown, with arbitrary pow'r. 

What words can paint thoſe execrable times 
The ſubjects ſuff rings, and the tyrant's crimes ! 
That blood, thoſe murders, O ye gods, replace 
On his own head, and on his impious race : 

The living, and the dead, at his command 

Were coupled, face to face, and hand to hand: 
Till chok'd wich Rench, in loath'd embraces ty'd, 
The liag' ring wretches pin'd away and died. 
Thus plung'd in ills, and meditating more; 

The people's patience try'd, no longer bore 
The ragivg monſter: but with arms beſet 

His houſe, and vengeance and deſtruction threat. 
They fire his palace: while the flame aſcends, 
They force bis guards, and execute his friends. 
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He cleaves the crou'd; and, favour'd by the night, 
To Turnus' friendly court directs his flight. 

By juſt revenge the Tuſcans ſet on fire 

With arms thcir king to puniſhment require : 

Their num'rous troops, now muſter'd on the ſtrand, 
My counſel ſhall ſubmit to your command. 

Their navy ſwarms upon the coaſts: they cry 

To hoiſt their at chors; but the gods deny, 

An ancient augur, ff i'd in future ſte, 

Wich there ſoreboding words reſtrains their hate. 
Ye brave in arms, ye Lycian blood, the flow'r 

Of Tuſcan youth, and choice of all their pow”r, 
Whom juſt revenge agaivſt Mezentius arms, 

To ſeck your tyrant's death by lawful arms: 

Know tliis;z no native of our land may lead 

This pow*rfu! people: ſeck a foreign head. 

Aw'd with theſe words, in camps they ſtill abide; 
And wait with longing looks their promis'd guide. 
Tarchon, the Tuſcan chief, to me has ſent 
Their crown, and ev'ry regal ornament: 

The people juin their own with his deſire ; 
And all, my conduct, as their king, require. 
But the chill blood that creeps within my veins, 
And age, and liſtleſs limbs unfit for pains, 
And a ſoul conſcious of its own decay, 
Have forc'd me to refuſe imperial ſway. 
My Pallas were more fit to mount the throne; 
And ſhou'd, but he's a Sabine mother's ſun; 
And half a native: but in you combine 
A manly vigour, and a foreign line. 

F 3 
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There fate and ſmiling fortune ſhew the way, 
Purſue the ready path to ſov'reign ſway. 
The ſtaff of my declining days, my ſon, 
Shall make your good or ill ſucceſs his own. 
Jn fighting fields from you ſhall learn to dare; 
And ſerve the hard apprenticeſhip of war. 
Your matchleſs courage and your conduct view; 
And early ſhall begin t' admire and copy you. 
Beſides, two hundred horſe he ſhall command : 
Tho' few, a warlike and welkchoſen band. 
Theſe in my name are liſted, and my ſun 
As many more has added in his own. 
Scarce had he ſid z Achates and his gueſt, 
With downcaſt eyes their ſilent grief expreſs'd: 
Who, ſhort of ſuccours, and in deep deſpair, 
Shook at the ciſmal proſpect of the war. 
But his bright mother, from a breaking cloud, 
To cheer her iſſue, thunder'd thrice aloud. 
Thrice forky lightning flaſh'd along the ſky; 
And Tyrrhene trumpets thrice were heard on high. 
Then, gazing up, repeated peals they hear 
And, in a heav*'n ſerene, refulgent arms appear. 
Redd'ning the ſkies, and glitt'ring all around, 
The temper'd metals claſh, and yield a filver ſound, 
The reſt ſtood trembling, ſtruck with awe divine, 
Aneas only, conſcious to the ſign, 
Preſag'd th' event; and joyful view'd, above, 
Th' accompliſh'd promiſe of the queen of love. 
Then to th” Arcadian king: This prodigy 
(Diſmzils your fear) belongs alone to me. 
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Heav'n calls me to the war: th' expected Fgn 
Is giv'n of promis'd aid, and arms divine. 
My goddeſs-mother, whoſe indulgent care 
Foreſaw the dangers of the growing war, 
This omen gave; when bright Vulcanian arms, 
Fated from force of ſteel by Stygian charms, 
Suſpended, ſhone on high: ſhe then foreſhow'd 
Approaching fights, and fields to float in blood. 
Turnus ſhell dearly pay for faith forcſworn : 
And corps, and ſwords, and ſhields, on Tiber borne, 
Shall choke his flood: now ſound the loud alarms, 
And Latian troops prepare your perjur'd arms. 

He faid; and, riſing from his homely throne, 
The ſolemn rites of Hercules begun: 
And on his altars wak'd the fleeping fires ; 
Then cheerful to his houſhold gods retires. 
There offers choſen ſheep: th* Arcadian king 
And Trojan youth the ſame oblations bring. 
Next of his men, and ſhips, he makes review, 
Draws out the beſt, and ableſt of the crew. 
Down with the falling ſtream the refuſe run, 
To raiſe with joyful news his drooping ſon. 
Steeds are prepar'd to mount the Trojan band, 
Who wait their leader to the Tyrrhene land, 
A ſprightly courſer, fairer than the reſt, 
The king himſelf preſents his royal gueſt. 
A lion's hide his back and limbs infold, 
Precious with ſtudded works, and paws of gold. 
Fame thro? the little city ſpreads aloud 
Th' intended march, amid the fearful crowd. 
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Ile matrons beat their breaſts, diſſolve in tears; 
And double their devotion in their fears. 

The war at hand appears with more afſright: 
And riſes ev'ry moment to the ſight. 

Then old Evander, with a cloſe embrace, 
Strain'd hisdeparting friend, and tears o*crflow his face. 
Wou'd heav'n, ſaid he, my ſtrength and youth recal, 
Such as I was beneath Preneſte's wall; 

Then when I made the foremeſt foes retire, 

And ſet whole heaps of conquer'd ſtields on fire, 
When Herilus in ſingle fight I flew, 

Whom with three lives Feronia did endue: 

And thrice I ſcut him to the Stygian ſhore 

Till the laſt ebbing ſoul return'd no more: 

Such if I ſtood renew?d, not theſe alarms, 

Nor death, ſhou'd rend me from my Pallas“ arms: 
Nor proud Mezentius thus, unpuniſh'd, boaſt 

His rapes and murders on the Tuſcan coaſt. 

Ye gods! and mighty Jove, in pity bring 

Relief, and hear a father, and a king. 

If fate and you reſerve theſe eyes to ſee 

My ſon return with peace and victory; 

If the lov'd boy ſhall bleſs his father's ſight; 

If we ſhall meet again with more delight; 

Then draw my life in length, let me ſuſtain, 

In hopes of his embrace, the worſt of pain. 

But if your hard decrees, which, O! I dread, 
Have doom'd to death his undeſerving head 
This, O this very moment, let me dic; 

While bopes and fears in equal balance lie. 
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I ſtrain him cloſe within theſe aged arms: 
Be fore that fatal news my ſoul ſhall wound! 
He ſaid, and, ſwooning, ſunk upon the ground: 
His ſervants bore him off, and ſoftly laid 

| His languifh'd limbs upon h's homely bed. 
The horſemen march; the gates are open'd wide; 
A neas at their head, Achates by his ſide. 
Next theſe the Trojan leaders rode along 
Laft, follows in the rear, th' Arcadian throng. 
Young Pallas ſhone conſpicuous o'er the reſt ; 
Gilded his arms, embroider'd was his veſt. 
So, from the ſeas, exerts his radiant head 
The ſtar by whom the lights of heav'n are led: 
Shakes from his roſy locks the pearly dews ; 
Diſpels the darkneſs, and the day renews. 
The trembling wives the walls and turrets crowd, 
And follow, with their eyes, the duſty cloud: 
Which winds diſperſe by fits, and ſhew ſrom far 
The blaze of arms, and ſhiclds, and ſhining war. 
The troops drawn up in beautiful array, 
O' er heathy plains purſue the ready way, 
Repcated peals of ſhouts are heard around: 
The neighing courſers anſwer to the ſound : 
And ſhake with horny hoofs the ſolid ground. 

A greenwood ſhade, for long religion known, 
Stands by the ſtreams that waſh the Tuſcan town 3 
Encompaſo' d round with gloomy hills above, 
Wiich add a holy horror to the grove. 
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The firſt inhabitants, of Grecian blood, 

That ſacred foreſt to Sylvanus vow'd: 

The guardian of their flocks and fields; they pay 

Their due Cevotions on his annual day. 

Not far from hence, along ihe river's ſide, 

In tents ſecure, the Tuſcan troops abide z 

By Tarchon led. Now, from a riſng ground, 

AMneas caſt is wond'ring eyes around; 

And all the Tyrrhcne army had in fight, 

Stretch'd on the ſpacious plain from left to right. 

Thither his warlike train the Trojen led; 

Refreſh'd his men, and weary'd horſes fed. 
Meantime, the mother-goddeſs, crown'd with 

charms, 

Breaks thro” the clouds, and brings the fated arms. 

Within a winCing vale ſhe finds her ſon, 

On the cool river's banks retir'd alone. 

She ſhews her heav'nly form without diſguiſe, 

And gives herſeif to his deſiring eyes. 

Behold, ſhe ſcid, per form'd in cv'ry part, 

My promiſe made; and Vulcan's labour'd art. 

Now ſeek, ſccure, the Latian enemy; 

And haughty Turuus to the field defy. 

She ſaid: and having firſt her ſon embrac'd, 

The radiant arms beneath an oak ſhe plac'd. 

Proud of the gift, he roll'd his greedy ſight 

Around the work, and gaz'd with vaſt delight. 

He lifts, he turns, he poiſes, and admires 

The creſted helm, that yomits radiant fires : 
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Vis hands the fatal ſword and corſlet hold; 

One keen with temper'd Neel, one if with gold. 

Both ample, flaming both, and beamy bright: 

So ſkincs a cloud, when edg'd with adverſe light. 

He ſhakes the pointed ſpear; and longs to try 

The plaited cuiſhes on his manly thigh: 

But moſt admires the ſhield's myſterious mould, 

And Roman triumphs rif.ng on the gold. 

For thoſe, emboſs d, the heav*nly ſmith had wrought, 

(Not ia the rolls of future fate untaught), 

The wars in order, and the race divine 

Of warriors, iſſuirg from the Julian line. 

The cave of Mars was dreſo'd with moſſy greens: 

There, by the wolf, were laid the martial twins, 

Intrepid on her ſwelling duos they hung; 

The foſier-Jam loll'd out her fawning tongue; 

They ſuck'd ſecure, while, bending back her head, 

She lick'd their tender limbs; and ſorm'd them as 
they fed. 

Not far from thence new Rome »ppears, with games 

Projected for the rape of Sabine d.mes. 

The pit reſounds with ſhricks : a war ſucceeds, 

For breach of public faith, and unexampled deeds. 

Here for revenge the Sabine troops contend : 

The Romens there with arms the prey defend. 

Weary'd vith tedious war, at lergth they ceaſe, 

And both the kings and kingdems plight the peace. 

The friendly chiefs before Jove's a tar ſtand, 

Both arm'd, with each a charger in Eis hand: 
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A fatted ſow for ſacriſice is led; 

With imprecations on the perjur'd head. 

Near this, the traitor Metins, ſtretch'd between 

Four fiery ſteeds, is dragg d along the green 

By Tullus' doom: the brambles drink his blood; 

And his torn limbs are left the vultures food. 

There, Porſena to Rome proud Tarquin brings; 

And wou'd by force reſtore the baniſh'd kings. 

One tyrant for his fellow tyrant fights : 

The Roman youth aſſert their native rights. 

Before the town the Tuſcan army lies; 

To win by famine, or by fraud ſurpriſe. 

Their king, half threat'ning, half diſdaining, food: 

While Cocles broke the bridge, and ſtemm'd the flood. 

The captive maids there tempt the raging tide ; 

*Scap'd from their chains, and Clelia for their guide. 
High on a rock heroic Manlius ſtood 3 

To guard the temple, and the temple's god. 

Then Rome was poor, and there you might behold 

The palace thatch'd with ſtraw, now roof*d with gold. 

The ſilver gooſe before the ſhining gate 

There flew, and by her cackle ſav'd the ſtate. 

She told the Gauls' approach: th? approaching Gauls, 

Obſcure in night, aſcend, and ſeize the walls. 

The gold, diſſembled well their yellow hair; 

And golden chains on their white necks they wear. 

Gold are their veſts : long Alpine ſpears they wield ; 

And their left arm ſuſtains a length of ſhield, 

Hard by, the leaping Salian pricſts advance: 

And naked thro” the ſtreets the mad Luperci dance: 


* 


B. VIII. v. 881. ENEEIVSVS. 73 
In caps of wool. The targets dropt from heay'n: 


Here modeſt matrons, in ſoft jitters driv'n, 
To pay their vows in ſolemn pomp zppear 3 
And od”rous gums in their chaſte hands they bear. 
Far hence remov'd, the Stygian ſeats are ſeen: 
Pains of the damn'd, and puni{}'d Catiline : 
Hung on a rock the traitor z and around, 
The furies hiſſing from the nether ground. 
Apart from theſe the happy ſouls he draws, 
And Cato's holy ghoſi diſpenſing laws. 
Betwixt the quarters, flows a golden ſea: 
But foaming ſurges, there, in ſilver play. 
The dancing dolphins, with their tails, divide 
The glitt'ring waves, and cut the precious tide. 
Amid the main two mighty ficets engage, 
Their brazen beaks oppos'd with equal rage. 
Actium ſurveys the well-diſputed prize: 
Leucatc's watry plain with foamy billows fries, 
Young Cæſar, on the flern, in armour bright, 
Here leads the Romans and their gods to fight: 
His beamy temples ſhoot their flames afar, 
And o'er his head is hung the Julian ſar. 
Agrippa ſeconds him, with proſp'rous gales; 
And, with propitious gods, his foes aſſails. 
A naval crown, that binds his manly brows, 
The happy fortune of the fight forchhows. 
Rang'd on the line oppos'd, Antonius brings 
Barbarian aids, and troops of eaſtern kings. 
Th' Arabians near, and BaQtrians from afar, 
Of tongues diſcordaut, and 2 mingled war. 
Vo UI. * 
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And, rich in goavdy robes, midſt the ſtrife, 
His ill fete folloss him; th' Fovpiian wife, 
Moving they ffht: with gars, and fol ky prows, 
The froth is gather'd, and the water glows. 

It ſeems, as if the Cyclades again 

Were rooted up, and juſtled in the main; 

Or floating mountains flo:ting mountains meet: 
Such is the fierce encounter of the fleet. 
Fire-balls are thrown; «nd pointed jaw'lins fly: 
The fields of Neptune t: ke a purple dye. 

The queen herſelf, amidſt the loud alarms, 
With cymbals told her fuinting ſoldiers warms. 
For ll as fre was; who had not yet ois in'd 

Fer crucl Frte 3; nor ſw the ſnikes behind. 

Her coum:try gods, the morfiers of the ſly, 
(irea: Neptune, P. Iles, ard Love's Queen de fy. 
The cog Arubis barks, but barks in vain; 


Nor longer darts oppoule th cthereal train, 


Mats, in the middle of the ſhining ſhield, 

I: grav'd, and ſtrides along the liquid field. 

The Di.» ſoutc from heav'n u ith ſu ift deſcent: 
and Diford, dy'd in Hood, with garments rent, 
Divides the preafe: her Neps Relloma treads, 
And ſh:ikes her irn rod «above tl.cir heads. 

This ſcer, Apollo, em his Actian height, 
Pours down his arrow: :.at whoſe winged flight 
The trembling IrCians and Tovpilans yicld; 
And ſoft Sabzins quit the watry field, 

The fatal mil\re $ hoiſts ker ſlken Hils; 

And, fkrinking from the fight, invoke: the gales. 
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Auſt ſne looks, ard kraves her breall for breaths 

Panting, and pile with fear of future death. 

The god had fgur'd ber, a5 driv'n along 

By winds and waves, and ſcudding thi? we throng, 

Juſt oppoſite, ſad Nitus opens wide 

I'ts arms, and amp.e boſom, to the tide, 

And fpreads his mi:tle o'cr the winding coaſt : 

In which he wraps his queen, ard hides the flying hoſt. 

The vittor, to the gods bis thanks expreſs'd; 

And Rome triumphant u ich his preſence bleſs'd. 

Three hundred temples in the town he p'ac'd ; 

With poils and altars ev'ry temple grac'd. 

Three ſhining rights, and three ſucceeding days, 

The ficlis reſound with ſhouts, the ſtrects with 
praiſe : 

The domes with ſongs, the theatres with plays. 

Ail altars flame : before each altar lics, 

Drench'd in his gore, the deſtin'd ſacrifice. 

Great Cæſar fits ſublime upon his throne ; 

Before Apollo's porch of Parian ſtone : 

Accepts the preſents vow'd for victory, 

And hangs the monumental crowns on high. 

Vaſt crowds of vanquiſt'd nations merch along, 

Various in arms, in habit, and in torgue. 

Here, Mulciber aſſigns the proper place 

For Carians, and th' ungirt Numidian race; 

Then ranks the Thracians in the ſecond row; 

With Scythians, expert in dart and bow. 

And here the tam'd Evplrates humbly glides ; 

And there the Rhine ſubmits her ſwelling tides, 
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The Danes' unconquer'd offspring, march behind; 
And Morini, the laſt of human kind. 

Theſe figures, on the ſhield Civincly wrought, 2 
By Vulcan labour'd, and by Venus brought, 
With joy and wonder fill the hero's thought. 9 
Unknown the names, he yet admires the grace; 
And bears aloft the fame and fortune of his race. 


And proud Araxes, whom no bridge cou'd bind, 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


"URNUS takes advantage of nent abſence, 

fires ſome of bis ſhips, (+ hich are transformed 
into ſea-nymphs), an aſſaults his carap. The Tre 
jans, reduced to the laſt extremitie;, cud Niſus and 
Euryalus to recal Aineas ; hich furniſt es the poet 
with that admirable epiſode of treir friendſhip, ge- 
reroſity ; and the conciuficn of therr adventurer, 
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W HIL E theſe affairs in diſtant places paſs'd, 
The various Iris Juno ſends with haſte, 
To find bold Turnus, who, with anxious thought, 
The ſecret ſhade of his great grandſire ſought. 
Retir'd alone ſhe found the daring man; 
And op'd her roſy lips, and thus began. 
What none of all the gods cou'd grant, thy yows; 
That, Turnus, this auſpicious day beſtows. 
Fneas, gone to ſeek th' Arcadian prince, 
Has left the Trojan camp without defence; 
And, ſhort of ſuccours there, employs his pains 
In parts remote to raiſe the Tuſcan ſwains : 
Now ſnatch an hour that favours thy deſigns, 
Unite thy forces and attack their lines. 

This ſaid, on equal wings ſhe pois'd her weight, 
And form'd a radiant rainbow in her flight. 

The Daunian hero lifts his hands and eyes; 
And thus invokes the goddeſs as ſhe flies. 
Iris, the grace of heav'n, what pow'r divine 
Has ſent thee down, thro? duſky clouds to ſhine? 
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See, they divide; immortal day appears; 
And glitt'ring planets dancing in their ſpheres ! 
With joy theſe happy omens I obey; 
And follow to the war the god that leads the way. 
Thus having faid, as by the brook he ſtood, 
He ſcoop'd the waters from the cryſtal flood 
Then with his hands the drops to heav'n he throws, 
And loads the pow'rs above with offer'd vows. 
Now march the bold confed”rates thro? the plain 
Well hors'd, well clad, a rich and ſhining train 
Meſſapus leads the van; and in the rear, 
The ſons of Tyrrheus in bright arms appear. 
In the main battle, with his flaming creſt, 
The mighty Turnus tow'rs above the reſt: 
Silent they move; majeſtically flow, 
Like ebbing Nile, or Ganges in his flow. 
The Trojans view the duſty cloud from far; 
And the dark menace of the diſtant war. 
Caicus from the rampire ſw it riſe, 
Black' ning the fields, and thick'ning thro? the ſkies. 
Then to his fellows thus aloud he calls, 
What rolling clouds, my friends, approach the walls? 
Arm, arm, and man the works; prepare your ſpears, 
And pointed darts; the Latian hoſt appears. 
Thus warn'd, they ſhut their gates; with ſhouts aſcend 
The bulwarks, and ſecure their foes attend. 
For their wiſe gen'ral, with foreſecing care, 
Had charg'd them not to tempt the doubtful war: 
Nor, tho? provok'd, in open fields advance; 
But cloſe within their lines attend their chance. 
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Unwilling, yet they keep the ſtrict command; 
And ſourly wait in arms the hoſtile band. 
The fiery Turnus flew before the reſt, 
A pye-balPd ſteed of Thracian ſtrain he preſs'd; 6 
His helm of maſſy gold; and crimſon was his creſt- 
With twenty horſe to ſecond his deſigns, 
An unexpected foe, he fac'd the lines. 
Is there, he ſaid, in arms who bravely dare, 
His leader's honour and his danger ſhare? 
Then, ſpurring on, his brandiſh'd dart he threw, 
In ſign of war, applauding ſhouts enſue. 
Amaz'd to find a daſtard race, that run 
Behind the rampires, and the battle ſhun, 
He rides around the camp, with rolling eyes, 
And ſtops at ev'ry poſt; and ev'ry paſſage tries. ' 
$o roams the nightly wolf about the fold, | 
Wet with deſcending ſhow'rs, and ſtiff with cold; | 
He howls for hunger, and he grins for pain 
His gnaſhing teeth are exercis'd in vain; 
And impotent of anger, finds no way 
In his diſtended paws to graſp the prey. 
The mothers liſten z but the bleating lambs 
Securely ſwig the dug beneath the dams. 
Thus ranges eager Turnus o'er the plain, 
Sharp with deſire, and furious with diſdain: 
Surveys each paſſage with a piercing ſight ; 
To force his foes in equal fields to fight. 
Thus while he gazes round, at length he ſpies 
Where, fenc'd with ſtrong redoubts, their navy lies; 
Cloſe underneath the walls: the waſhing tide 
Secures from all approach this weaker ſide, 
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He takes the wiſh'd occaſion; fills his hand 

With ready fires, and ſhikes a Heming brand: 
Urg'd by his preſence, ev'ry :oul is warm'd, 

And ey'ry hand with kincled fires is arm'd. 

From the fir'd pints the featt'ring ipark!cs fly; 
F:t vapours mix'd with flames involve the {ky. 
What pow'r, O Viuſes, cou'd avert the flame 
Which threaten'd, in the fleet, the Trojan nime ! 
Tell: for the fact, thro? length of time obſcure, 
Is hard to faith; yet hall the fame endure. 

'Tis Caic, that when the chief prepar'd his flight, 
And fell'd his timber from mount Ida's height, 
The grandam goddefs then approach'd her ſon, 
And with 1 mother's majeſty begun. 

Grant me, ihe ſaid, he ſole requell I bring, 

Since cot quer“ heay'n has ov n'd you for its kings 
On Has brows, for ages pe, there ſtood, 

With firs and m pplcs lid, = hady wood: 

And on the ſumar't roſe a £ crea grove, 

Where ! was wen's wiil religious love; 
Ti.oft woos, that holy gr ve, my long delight, 
T gave the Tre: n prince, „ fpoec his fight. 
Now fil! d wie! fear, on 't.cir chat 1 come 
Le- neither winds &crſct, n waves entomb 
Ille floating foreſts of the ſacred pines 

But let it be their ſafety to be mine. 

Then thus repiy'd her au ful ſon, who rolls 

The radiant ſtars, and heav'n and earth controls: 
How dare you, mother, endleſs date demand, 
For veſſels moulded by a mortal hand? 
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Vhzot then is fate? Shall bold Aneas ride 
Of ſaſety certain, on th” uncertain tide? 
Yet what ] can, I grant: when, wafted o'er, 
The chief is landed on the Latian ſhore, 
Whatever ſhips eſcape the raging ſtorms, 
At my command ſhall change their fading forms 
To nymphs divine: and plow the watry way, 
Like Dotis, and the daughters of the ſea. 

To ſcal his ſacred vow, by Styx he ſwore, 
The lake of liquid pitch, the dreary ſhore; 
And Phlegethon's innavig:ble flood, 2 


Ard the black regions of his brother god: 

He fail; and ſhook the ſkies with his iraperial nod. 
And row it length the number*d hours were come, 

Pretiz'd by fates wrevocable doom, 

Vhen the great mother of the gods was free 

To ſave her mips, and finiſh Jove's decree. 

Firſt, from the quarter of the morn, there ſprung 

A light that ſign'd the heav'ns, and ſhot along: 

Ihen from a cloud, fring'd round with golden fires, 

V cre timbrels heard, and Berecynthian quires : 

And 1:ft a voice, with more than mortal ſounds, 

Both hofts in arms oppos'd, with equal horror wounds. 
O Trojan race, your needleſs aid forbear, 

And know my ſhips are my peculiar care. 

With greater eafe the bold Rutulian may, 

With hiſſing brands, attempt to burn the ſea. 

Then ſinge my ſacred pines. But you my charge, 

Loos'd from your crooked anchors launch at large, 

Exalted each a nymph: forſ.ke the ſand, 

And ſu im the ſeas, at Cybele's command. 
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No ſooner had the goddeſs ceas'd to ſpeak, 

When, lo, th? obedient ſhips their haulſers break; 

And, ſtrange to tell, like Dolphins in the main, 

They plunge their prows, and dive, and ſpring again: 

As many beauteous maids the billows ſweep, 

As rode before tall veſſels on the deep. 

The foes, ſurpris'd with wonder, ſtood aghaſt, 

Meſſapus curb'd his fiery courſer's haſte; 

Old Tiber roar'd; and, raiſing up his head, 

Call'd back his waters to their oozy bed. 

Turnus alone, undaunted, bore the ſhock ; 

And with theſe words his trembling troops beſpoke, 

Theſe monſters for the Trojans fate are meant, 

And are by Jove for black preſages ſent. 

He takes the cowards laſt relief away 2 

For fly they cannot; and, conſtrain'd to ſtay, 

Muſt yield unfought, 2 baſe inglorious prey. 0 
The liquid half of all the globe is loſt; 

Heav'n ſhuts the ſeas, and we ſecure the coaſt. 

Theirs is no more than that ſmall ſpot of ground, 

Which myriads of our martial men ſurround. 

Their fates I fear not, or vain oracles; 

”T'was giv'n to Venus they ould crofs the ſeas 

And land ſecure upon the Latian plains : 

Their promis'd hour is paſt, and mine remains. 

*Tis in the fate of Turnus, to deſtroy 

With ſword and fire the faithleſe race of Troy. 

Shall ſuch aifronts as theſe, alone infiame 

The Grecian brothers, zrd the Grecian neme ! 

My cauſe and theirs is one; a futal firife, 

And final ruin, for arne wits 


. IX. v. 174. E NE IS. 85 


Was't not enough, that, puniſh'd for the crime, 

They fell; but they will fall a ſecoend time? 

One wou'd have thought they paid enough before, 

To curſe the coſily ſex; and durſt offend no more. 

Can they ſecurely truſt their feeble wall, 

A light partition, a thin inter val, 

Betwixt their fate and them when Troy, tho? built 

By hands divine, yet periſh'd by their guilt? 

Lend me for once, my tricnds, your valicnt hands, 

To force from out their lines theſe daſtard bands. 

Leſs than a thouſand ſhips will end this war; 

Nor Vulcan needs his fated arms prepare. 

Let all the Tuſcans, all th* Arcadiars join, 

Nor theſe, nor thoſe, ſhall fruſtrate my deſign. 

Let them not fear the treaſons of the night, 

The robb'd palladium, the pretended flight: 5 

Our onſct ſhall be made in open light. 

No wooden engine ſhall thcir town betray, 

Fires they ſhall have around, but fires by day. 

No Grecian babes before their camp appear, 

Whom HeQor's arms detain'd to the tenth tardy 

year. 

Now, ſince the ſun is rolling to the weſt, 

Give we the ſilent night to needful reſt: 

Refreſh your bodies, and your arms prepare, 

The morn ſhall end the ſmall remains of war. 
The poſt of honour to Meſſapus falls, 

To keep the nightly guard; to watch the walls; 

To pitch the fires at diſtances around, 

And cloſe the Trojans in their ſcanty ground. 
Vor. III. H 
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Twice ſey'n Rutulian captains ready Rand : 
And twice ſev'n hundred horſe the ir chiefs command: 
All clad in ſhining arms the works inveſt; 

Each with a radiant helm, and waving creſt. 
Stretch'd at their length, they preſs the graſſy ground; 
They laugh, they ng, the jolly bowls go round: 
With lights, and cheerful fires renew the day 

And paſs the wakeful night in feaſts and play. 

The Trojans from above their foes beheld; 

And with arm'd legions all the rampires filPd : 
Sciz'd with affright, their gates they firſt explore; 
Join works to works with bridges; tow'r to tow'r ; 
Thus all things needful for defence abound; 
Mneſtheus and brave Sereſthus walk the round: 
Commiſſion*d by their abſent prince, to ſhare 
The common danger, and divide the care. 

The ſoldiers draw their lots; and, as they fall, 
Fy turns relieve each other on the wall. 

Nigh where the foes their utmoſt guards advance 
To watch the gate, was warlike Niſus“ chance. 
His father Hyrtacus of noble blood 
His mother was a hunt' reſs of the wood: 

And ſent him to the wars; well could he bear 
His lance in fight, and dart the flying ſpear: 
But better ſkill'd unerring ſhafts to ſend : 

Beſide him ſtood Euryalus his friend. 
Euryalus, than whom the Trojan hoſt 

No fairer fece or ſweeter air could boaſt. 

Scarce had the down to ſhade his cheeks begun; 
One ves their care, and their delight was one. 
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One common hazard in the war they ſhar'd; 
And now were both by choice upon the guard. 

Then Niſus thus: Or do the gods inſpire 
This warmth, or make we gods of our deſire? 
A gen'rous ardour boils within my breaſt, 
Ex ger of action, enemy to reſt: 
This urges me to fight, and fires my mind, 
To leave a memorable name behind. 
Thou ſeeſt the foe ſecure: how faintly ſhine 
Their ſcatter'd fires! the moſt in ſleep ſupine 
Along the ground, an eaſy conqueſt ly; 
The wakeful few the fuming flaggon ply: 
All huſh'd around. Now hear what I revolve; 
A thought unripe, ard ſcarcely yet reſolve. 
Our abſent prince both camp and council mcurn ; 
By meſſage both wou'd haſten his return : 
If they confer what I demand on thee, 
(For fame is recompence enough for me), 
Methinks, beneath yon hill I have eſpy'd 
A way thet ſafely will my paſſage guide. 
Euryalus flood liſ'nirg while he ſpoke ; 
With love of praiſe, and noble envy firuck; 
Then to his ardent friend expos'd his mind: 
All this alone, and leaving me behind: 5 
Am I unworthy, Niſus, to be join'd? 
Think'ſt thou 1 can my ſhare of glory yield, 
Or ſend thee unaſſiſted to the field? 
Not fo my father taught my childhood arms, 
Born in a ſiege, and bred among alarms ; 
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Nor is my youth vnworthy of my friend, 
Nor at the heav'n- born hero I attend. 
The thing call'd life with caſe I can diſclaim ; 
And think it over-ſold to purchaſe fame. 

Then Niſus thus: Alas! thy tender years 
Wou'd miniſter new matter to my fears : 
So may the gods, who view this friendly ſtrife, 
Reſtore me to thy lov'd embrace with life, 
Condemn'd to pay my vows, (as ſure I truſ!), 
This thy requeſt is cruel and unjuſt. 
But if ſome chance, as many chances are, 
And doubtful hazards in the deeds of war; 
If one ſhould reach my head, there let it fall, 
And ſpare thy life; I wou'd not periſh all. 
Thy bloomy youth deſerves a longer date; 
Live thou to mourn thy love's unhappy fate : 
To bear my mangled body from the foe ; 
Or buy it back, and fun'ral rites beſtow. 
Or if hard fortune ſhall thoſe dues deny, 
Thou canſt at leaſt an empty tomb ſupply. 
O let nct me the widows tears renew; 
Nor let a mother*s curſe my name purſue; 
Thy pions parent, who, for love of thee, 
Forſvok the coaſts of friendly Sicily, 
Her age committing to the ſeas and wind, 
hen ev*ry weary matron ftaid behind. 
To this Euryalus: You plead in vain, 
And but protract the canſe you cannot gain: 
No more delays, but haſte. With that he wakes 
The nodding watch;z each to his office takes. 
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The guard relie vd, the gen'rous couple went 
To find the council at the royal tent. 

All creatures elſe forgot their daily care 
And fleep, the common gift of nature, ſtare: 
Except the Trojan peers, who wake ful ſat 

In nightly council for th? endanger'd ſtate. 
They vote a meſſage to their abſent chief; 
Shew their diſtreſs; and beg a ſwift relief. 
Amid the camp a ſilent ſeat they choſe, 
Remote from clamour, and ſecure ſrom ſoes. 


On their left arms their ample ſhiclds they bear, 


Their right inclin'd upon the bending ſpear. 
Now Niſus and his friend approach the guard, 
And beg admiſſion, eager to be heard: 
Th? affair important, not to be deferr'd. 
Aſcanius bids cm be conducted in; 
Ord'ring the more experienc'd to begin. 
Then Niſus thus. Ye fathers, lend your ears, 
Nor judge our bold attempt beyond our years. 
The foe, ſecurcly drench'd in fleep and wine, 
Neglect their watch: ; the fires but thinly ſhine: 
And where the ſmoke, in cloudy vapours flics, 
Cov'ring the plain, and curling to the ſkies, 
Betwixt two paths, which at the gate divide, 
Cloſe by the ſea, a paſſage we have ſpy'd, 
Which will our way to great Æneas guide. 
Expect each hour to ſee him ſafe again, 
Loaded with ſpoils of foes in battle flain. 
Snatch we the lucky minute while we may: 
Nor can we be miſtaken in the way; 
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For hunting in the vales we both have ſeen 
the rifirg turrets, and the ſtream between: 
And know the winding courſe, with ev'ry ford. 
Jie ceas'd: and old Al.thes tock the word. 
Our country gods, in whom our truſt we place, 
i yet from ruin ſave the Trojan race: 
"Chile we behold ſuch d: untleſs worth appear 
in deu ning youth; and ſouls ſo void of fear. 
Chen, into tears cf joy the ſather brake; 
wach in his lonęing arms by turns he took: 
J.inted and paus'd; and thus :pain be ſpoke. 
de brave yourg men, what equal gifts can we, 
In recompence of ſuch deſert, decree? 
The greateſt, fare, and beſt you can receive, 
The gods, and your own conſcious worth will give. 
The reſi our grateſul gen'ral will beFow; 
And young Aianins till his manhood owe. 

And I, whoſ: welfate in my father lies, 
Aſcanius adde, by the great deities, 
Ry my dear covutry, by ray bouſhold gods, 
By hoary Veſiz's rites, and dark abodes, 
Adjure you both; (cn you my fortune ſtands, 
That and my faith I plight into your hends); 
Make me but happy in his ſafe return, 
Whoſe wnted preſence I can oniy mourn; 
Your common gift ſhall two large goblets be 
Oi filver, wrovght with curious imagery 
And high emboſb'd, which, when old Priam reign'd, 
My conqu' ring fire at ſack'd Aridba gain'd. 
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And more, two tripods caſt in antic mould, 
With two great talents of the fineſt gold: 
Beſide a coſily bowl, engrav'd with art, 
Which Dido gave, vhen faſt ſhe gave her heart. 
But if in conquer'd Italy we reign, 
V ken ſpoiis by lot tLe viQor ſhall obtain, 
Il ou ſau'ſt the courſer by proud Turnus preſs'd, 
That, Niſus, and his arms, and nodding ereſt, 
And ſnield, from chance exempt, (+1! be thy ſhare; 
Twelve lab“ ing ſlaves, twelve Landmaids young ( 
and fr, 

All clad in rich 2ttire, and train'd with care. 
And laſt, a Latian field with fruitful plains, 
And a large portion of the king's domains. 
But thou, whoſe years ↄre more to mine ally'd, 
No fate my vow'd affeftion ſhall divide 
From thee, heroic youth; be wholly mine: 
Take full poſſeſſion, all my foul is thine. 
Ove f:ith, one fame, one fate ſhall both attend 
My life's companion, and my boſom friend; 
My peace ſhall be committed to thy care, 
And to thy conduct my concerns in war. 

Then thus the young Euryalus reply'd ; 
Whatever fortune, good or bad, betide, 
The ſame ſhall be my age, as now my youth; 
No time ſhall find me wanting to my truth. 
This only from your goodneſs let me gain, 
(And this ungranted, all rewards are vain), 
Of Priam's royal race my mother came; 
And ſure the beſt that eyer bore the name: 
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Whom neither Troy nor Sicily cou'd hold 

From me departing, but, o'erſpent and old, 

My fate ſhe follow'd ; ignorant of this, 

Whatever danger, neither parting kiſs, 

Nor pious bleſſing taken, her I leave; 

And in this only act of all my life deceive. 

By this right hand, and conſcious night, I ſwear, 

My foul fo fad a farewel could not bear. 

Be you her comfort; fill my vacant place, 

(Permit me to preſume ſo great a grace); 

Support her age, forſoken and diſtreſs'd; 

That hope alane will fortify my breaſt 

Againſt the worſt of fortunes, and of fears, 

He ſaid: the mov'd aſſiſtants melt in tears. 

Then thus Aſcanius, (wonder-ſtruck to ſce 

That image of his filial piety) ; 

So great beginnings, in ſo green an age, 

Exact the faith which I again engage. 

Thy mother all the dues ſhall juſtly claim 

Creũſa had; and only want the name. 

Whate'er event thy bold attempt ſhall have, 

Tis merit to have born a ſon ſo brave. 

Now by my head, a ſacred oath, I ſwear, 

(My father us'd it), what, returning here 

Crown'd with ſucceſs, I for thyſelf prepare, 

That, if thou fail, ſhall thy lov'd mother ſhare, 
He ſaid; and, weeping while he ſpoke the word, 

From his broad belt he drew a ſhining ſword, 

Magnificent with gold. Lycaon made, 

And in an iv'ry ſcabbard ſbeath'd the blade: 
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This was his gift: great Mneſtheus gave his friend 
A lion's hide, his body to defend: | 

And good Alethes furniſh'd him beſide 

With his own truſty helm, of temper try'd. 

Thus arm'd they went. The noble Trojans wait 
Their iſſuing forth, aud follow to the gate. 

With pray'rs and vows, above the reſt, appears 
Aſcanius, menly far beyond Lis years. 

And meſſages committed to their care, 

Which all in winds were loſt, and fiitting air. 

The trenches firſt they paſs* 3 then took their wax 
Where their proud foes in pitch'd pavilions lay; 
To mapy fatal, ere themſelves were lain : 

They found the careleſs hoſt diſpers'd upon the plain. 
Who, gorg'd and drunk with wine, ſupinely ſnore: 
Unharneſs'd chariots ſtand along the ſhore: 

Amidſt the wheels and reins, the goblet by, 

A medley of debanch and war they lic. 
Obſerving Niſus ſhew?'d his fricnd the ſight; 

Behold a conqueſt gain'd without a fight. 

Occaſion offers, and I ſtand prepar'd; 

There lies our way; be thou upon the guard, 

And look around; while I ſecurely go, 

And hew a paſſage thro” the fleeping foe. 

Softly he ſpoke z; then, ſtriding, took his way, 
With his drawn ſword, where haughty Rhamnes lay: 
His head rais' high, on tapeſtry beneath, 

And heaying from his breaſt he drew his breath 

A king and prophet by king Turnus lov'd; 

But tte by preſcicyge cannot be remov'd, 
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Him and his ſlee ping flaves he flew. Then ſpies 
Where Rbcmus with his rich retinue lies: 
His armour-bcarer firſt, and next he kills 
His charioteer, entrench'd betwixt the wheels 
And his lov'd horſes: laſt invades their lord; 
Full on his neck he drives the fatal ſword: 
The gaſping head flies off; a purple flood 
Flows from the trunk, that welters in the blood: 
Which by the ſpurning heels diſpers'd around, 
The bed beſprinkles, and bedews the ground. 
Lamus the bold, and Lamyrus the ſtrong, 
He flew; and then Serranus fair and young. 
From dice and wine the youth retir'd to reſt, 
And puff'd the fumy god from out his breaſt: 
anne road 
More lucky had it laſted till the day. 

The famiſu'd lion thus, with hunger bold, 
O'erleaps the fences of the nightly fold, 
And tears the peaceful flocks; with ſilent awe 
Trembling they lic, and pant beneath his paw. 

Nor with leſs rage Euryalus employs 
The wrathful ſword, or fewer foes deſtroys : 
But on th' ignoble wel his fury flew : 
He Fadus, Hebeſus, and Rhætus flew. | 
Oppreſs'd with heavy ſleep the former fall, | 
But Rhætus wakeful, and obſerving all: 
Behind a ſpacious jar he flink'd for fear: 
The fatal iron found and reach'd him there. 
For as he roſe it pierc'd his naked ſide, 
And, reeking, thence return'd in crimſon dy d. 
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The wound pours out a ſtream of wine and blood, 
The purple ſoul comes floating in the flood. 

Now where Meſſapus quarter'd they arrive; 
The fires were fainting there, and juſt ali ve. 
The warrior-horſes ty'd in order fed 
Niſus obſerv'd the diſcipline, and ſaid, 
Our eager thirſt of blood may both betray 
And ſec the ſcatter'd ſtreaks of dawning day, 
Foe to nocturnal thefts: no more, my friend, 
Here let our glutted execution end : 
A lane thro” flaughter'd bodies we have made: 
The bold Euryalus, tho' loth, obey'd. 
Of arms, and arras, and of plate, they find 
A precious load; but theſe they leave behind. 
Yet, fond of gaudy ſpoils, the boy would ſtay 
To make the rich capariſon his prey, : 
Which on the ſtced of conquer'd Rhamnes lay. 
Nor did his eyes leſs longingly behold 
The girdle belt, with nails of burniſl,'d gold. 
This preſent Cedicus the rich beſtow'd 
On Remulus, when friendſhip firſt they vou d: 
And abſent, join'd in hoſpitable ties ; 
He dying, to his heir bequeath'd the prize: 
Till by the conqu'ring Ardean troops oppreſs'd 
He fell; and they the glorious gift poſſeſs'd. 
Theſe glitt'ring ſpoils (now made the victor's gain) 
He to his body ſuits; but ſuits in vain. 
Meſſapus' helm he finds among the reſt, 
Ard laces on, and wears the waving ereſt. 
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Proud of their conqueſt, prouder of their prey, 
They leave the camp, and take the ready way. 

But far they had not paſo' d, belore they ſpy'd 
Three hundred horſe, with Volſcens for thcir guide. 
The queen a legion to king Turnus ſent, 

But the ſwift horſe the flower foot prevent, 8 
And now advancing, ſought the leader's tent. 
They ſaw the pair; for thro' the doubtful ſhade 
His ſhining helm Euryalus betray'd, 8 
On which the moon with full reflection play'd. 

Tis not for nought, cry'd Volſcens, from the crowd, 
Theſe men go there; then rais'd his voice aloud : 
Stand, ſtand: why thus in arms, and whither bent: 
From whence, to whom, and on what errand ſent? 
Silent they ſcud away, and haſte their flight 

To neighb'ring woods, and truſt themſel ves to night. 
The ſpeedy horſe all paſſages belay, 

And ſpur their ſmoking ſteeds to croſs their way; | 


And watch each entrance of the winding wood 3 
Black was the foreſt, thick with beach it ſtood; 
Horrid with fern, and intricate with thorn, 

Few paths of human feet or tracks of beaſts were worn. 
The darkneſs of the ſhades, his heavy prey, 
And fear, miſled the younger from his way. 

But Niſus hit the turns with happier haſte, 

And, thoughtleſs of his friend, the foreſt paſo'd: 
And Alban plains, from Alba's name fo call'd, 
Where king Latinus then his oxen ftall'd : 

Till turning at the length, he ſtood his ground, 
And miſe'd his friend, and caſt his eyes zround : 
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Ah wretch, he cry'd, where have I left behind 
Th” unhappy youth, where ſhall I hope to find? 
Or what way take! Again he ventures back : 
And treads the mazes of his former track. 
He winds the wood, and lifPning hears the noiſe 
Of trampling courſers, and the riders“ voice. 
The ſound approach'd, and ſuddenly he view'd 
The foes incloſing, and his friend purſu'd: 
Forelay'd and taken, while he ſtrove in vain 
The ſhelter of the friendly ſhades to guin, 
What ſhou'd he next attempt! what arms employ, - 
What fruitleſs force to free the captive boy ? 
Or dcſp'rate ſhou'd he ruſh and loſe his liſe, 
With odds oppreſs d, in ſuch uncqual firife ? 
Reſolv'd at length, his pointed ſpear he ſhook ; 
And caſting on the moon a mournful look, 
Guardian of groves, and goddeſs of the night, 
Fair queen, he ſaid, direct my dart aright: 
If cer my pious father for my ſake 
Did gratefu! off*rings on thy altars make; 
Or I increas'd them with my (ylvan toils, 
And hung thy holy roofs with ſavage ſpoils; 
Give me to ſcatter theſe. Then from his car 
He pois'd, and aim'd, and lanch'd the trembling ſpear. 
The deadly weapon, hiſſing from the grove, 
Impetuous on the back of Sulmo drove; 
Pierc'd his thin armour, drank his vital blood, 
And in his body left the broken wood. 
He ſtaggers round, his cyeballs roll in death, 
And with ſhort ſobs he gaſps away his breath. 
VoL III. I 
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All ſtand amaz'd ; a ſecon d jav'lin flies, 

With equal ſtrength, and qui vers thro' the ſkies; 
This thro' thy temples, Tagus, forc'd the way, 
And in the brain-pan warmly bury'd lay. 

Fierce Volſcens foams vith rage, and gazing round, 
Deſcry'd not him who gave the fatal wound: 

Nor knew to fix revenge: but thou, he cries, 

Shall pay for both, and at the pris'ner flies 

With his drawn ſword. Then ſtruck with deep deſpair, 
That cruel ſight the lover cou'd not bear: 

But from his covert ruſh'd in open view, 

And ſent his voice before him as he flew. 

Me, me, he cry'd, turn all your ſwords alone 

On me; the fact confeſs d, the fault my own. 

He neither cou'd nor durſt, the guiltle ſs youth; 

Ye moon and ſtars bear witneſs to the truth! 

His only crime (if Tiencſhip can offend) 

Is too mach love to his unhappy friend. 

Too late he ſpeaks; the ſword, which fury guides, 
Driv'n with full force, had pierc'd his tender ſides. 
Down fell the beauteous youth; the yawning wound 
Guſh'd out a purple ſtream, and ſtain'd the ground. 
His ſnowy neck reclices upon his breaſt, 

Like a fair fiow'r by the keen ſhare oppreſs'd : 
Like a white poppy ſinking on the plain, 

Whoſe heavy head is overcharg'd with rain. 
Deſpair, and rage, and vengeance juſtly yow'd, 
Drove Niſus headlong on the hoſtile crowd : 
Volſcens he ſeeks; on him alone he bends : 

Born back, and bor'd, by his ſurrounding frierds. 
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Onward he preſs'd ; and kept him ſtill in ſight: 
Then whir”d aloft his fword, with all his might: 
Th' unerring ſteel deſcended while he ſpoke, 
Pierc'd his wide mouth, and thro” his weazen broke: 
Dying he flew; and, ſiagg'ring on the plain, 
With ſwimming eycs he ſought his lover flain : 
Then quict on his bleeding boſom fell, 
Content in death t6 be reveag'd ſo well. 

O happy friends ! for if my verſe can give 
Immortal life, your fame ſhall ever live: 
Fix'd as the capitul's foundation lies; 

And ſpread, where- e er the Roman eagle flics ! 

The conqu'ring party firſt divide the prey, 
Then their lain leader to the camp convey. 
With wonder, as they went, the troops were filPd, 
To ſee ſuch numbers whom ſo few had kill'd, 
Serraru;, Rhamnes, and the reſt they found 
Vaſt crowds ihe dying and the dead ſurround: 
And the yet re. k blood o'crflows the ground. 
All knew the helmet which Mefſapus loſt; 
But mourn'd a purchaſe that ſo dear had coſt. 
Now roſe the ruddy morn from Tithon's bed; 
And with the dæun of day the ſkies o'crſpread. 
Nor long the ſun his daily courſe withheld, 

But added colours to the world reveal'd. 
Vhen early Turnus wak'ning with the light, 
All clad in armcur c-lls his troops to fight. 
His martial men with fierce harargues he fir'd ; 
And his own arcor in their ſouls inſpir'd. 
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This done, to give new terror to bis ſocs, 

The heads of Niſus and his friend he ſhows, 

Rais'd high on pointed ſpears : a ghaſtly ſight z 

Loud peals of ſhouts enſue, and barbarons delight. 
Meantime the Trojans run where danger calls, 

They line their trenches, and they man their walls: 

In front extended to the left they ſtooc : 

Safe was the right ſurrounded by the flood. 

But caſting from their tow'rs a frightſul view, 

They ſaw the faces which too well they knew; 

Tho? then diſguis'd in death, and ſmear'd all o'er 

With fiith obſcene, and dropping putrid gore. 

Soon haſty fame thro? the ſad city bears 

The mournful meſſage to the mother's ears: 

An icy cold benumbs her limbs; ſhe ſhakes; 

Her cheeks the blood, her hand the web forſakes. 

She runs the rampires round amidſt the war, 

Nor fears the flying darts: ſhe rends ber hair, 

And fills with loud laments the liquid air. 

Thus then my lov'd Euryalus appears; 

Thus laoks the prop of my.declining years ! 

VWas't on this face my famiſh'd eyes I fed! 

Ah, how unlike the living is the dead ! 

And cou'dſi thou leave me, cruel, thus alone, 

Not one kind kiſs from a departing ſon ! 

No loak, no laft adieu before he went, 

In an il-boding hour to fl.ughter ſent! 

Cold on the ground, ard pre ſſing foreign clay, 

To Latiaa degs and fow!s he lies a prey! 
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Nor was I near to cloſe bis dying eyes, 

To waſh his wounds, to weep his obſequies : 
To call about his corps his crying friends, 

Or ſpread the mantle (made for other ends) 

On his dear body, which I wove with care, 
Nor did my daily pains or nightly labour ſpare. 
Where (hall I find his corps, what carth ſuſtains 
His trunk difmer ber'd, and his cold remains? 
For this, alas, I I: ft: my needful eaſe, 

Expos'd my life to winc's, and winter ſeas ! 

If any pity touch Rutulian heorts, 

Here empty all your quivers, all your darts: 
Or, if they fail, thou Jove conclude my wo, 
And ſend me thurder-ſiruck to ſhades below. 

Her ſhricks and clamours pierce the Trojans ears, 
Unman their courage, and augment their fears : 
Nor young Aſcaifus cou'd the ſ ght ſuſtair,, 

Nor old Ilioncus lis tears reſtrain : 

But Actor and Idzus jointly ſent, 

To bear the madding mother to her tent. 

And now the trumpets terribly from ſar, 

With rattling clangor, rouze the fleepy war. 

The ſoldiers ſhouts ſuccecd the brazen ſuunds, 
And heav'n, from pole to pole, their noiſe re bounds. 
The Volſciars bear their ſhields upon their head, 
And rufſhirg forward, form a moving ſhed ; 

Theſe fill the Citch, hof pull the bulwarks down ; 
Some raile the ladò ers, others ſcale the town. 

But where void ſpaces on the walls appecr, 

Or thin defence, they pour their forces there. 


1 3 


1952 VIRGIU's B. IX. v. 677. 


With poles and mi ve weapons, from aufer, 

3 ke Frojans keep alvof the riſig war. 

Taught by their ten years ſiege defenſive ſght; 

"They roll down ribs of rocks, and enreofiſted weight : 

To break the penthouſe with the pond*rous blow; 

Which yet the patient Volſcians undergo. 

| But con'd not bear th* unequal combat long; 

Vor where the Trojans find the thickeſt throng, 

The ruin falls: their ſhatter'd ſhields give way, 

And their cruſm'd heads become an ex(y prey. 

They {triak for fear, abated of their rage, 

Tor lor ger dare to a blind faht engage. 

Cor tented now to all them from below 

Wich darts and ſhugs, ond with the diſtant bow. 
Elſeuhere Merentius, terrible to view, 

A blazing pine within the t:enches threw. 

Bat brave Meſſapus, Neptune's warlike ſon, 2 

Broke down the pallifades, the trenches won, 

And loud for ladders calls, to ſcale the town. 5 
Cuope begin: ye ſacred nine, 

Inſpire your poet in his high deſign: 

To ſing what flaughter manly Turnus made: 

What ſouls he ſent below the Stygian ſhade. 

What fame the ſoldiers with their captain ſhare, 

nd the vaſt circuit of the fatal war. 

For you in ſinging martial acts excel; 

Youu beſt remember, and alone can tell. 
There ſtood a tow'r, amazing to the ſight, 


Built vp of beams; and of ſtupendous height ; 
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Art, and the nature of the place, conſpir'd 
To furniſh all the ſtrength that war requir'd. 
To level this, the bold Italians join; 
The wary Trojans obviate their de%gn ; 
With weighty ſtones o'erwhelm their troops below, 
Shoot thro” the loopholes, and ſharp jav'lins throw. 
Turnus, the chief, toſs'd from his thund'ring hand, 
Againſt the wooden walls, a flaming brand: 
It ſtuck, the fiery plague: the winds were high ; 
The planks were ſeaſon'd, and the timber dry. 
Contagion caught the poſts: it ſfread along, 
Scorch'd, and to diſtance drove the ſcatter'd throng, 
The Trojzns fied ; the fire purſu'd amain, 
Srill gath*ring faſt upon the trembling train; 
Till crowding to the corners of the wall, 
Down the defence, and the defenders fall. 
The mighty flaw makes heav'n itſelf reſound, 
The dead and dying Trojans ftrew the ground. 
The tow'r that follow'd on the fallen crew, 
Whelm'd o'er their heads, and bury'd whom it flew: 
Some ſtuck upon the darts themſelves had ſent; 
All, the ſame equal ruin underwent. 

Young Lycus and Helenor only ſcape; 
Suv'd how they know not, from the ſteepy leap. 
Helenor, elder of the two; by birth, 
On one fide royal, one a ſon of earth, 
Whom to the Lydien king Lycimnia bare, 
And ſent her boaſted baſtard to the war: 5 
(A privilege which none but freemen ſhare). 
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Slight were his arms, a ſword and ſilver ſhield, 
No marks of honvur chorg'd its erapty field. 
Light as he fell, { light the youth aroſe, 
And riſing, found himſelf amidſt his foes. 
Nor flight was left, nor hopes to force his way; 
Embolden'd by deſpair, he flood at bay: 
And like a ſtag, u hom a!! the trocp ſu:rounds 
Of eager huntſmen, and invading hounds ; 
Reſolv'd on death, he diſſipates his fears, 
And bounds aloft againſt the pointed ſpeers : 
So dares the youth, ſecure of death; and throws 
His dying body on his thickeſt ſocs. 

But Lycus, ſwifter of his feet by far, 
Runs, doubles, winds and curns, amidſt the war: 
Springs to the walls, and leaves his focs behind, 
And ſnutches at the beam he firſt can find. 
Looks up, and leaps aloft at all the ſtretch, 
In hopes the helping hand of ſorae kind frieud to reach. 
But Turnus tollow'd hard his hunted prey, 
(His ſpear had almoſt rech'd him in the way, 
Short of his reins, and ſcarce a ſpan behind). 
Fool, ſaid the chief, tho? fleeter than the wind, 
| Cou'dſt thou preſume to *ſcape, when I purſue? 
He ſaid, and downward by the fert he drew 
The trembling daſtard : at the tug he falls, 
Vaſt ruins come along, rent ſrom the ſmoking walls. 
Thus on ſome iilver ſwan, or tim'rous hare, 
Jove's Lird come ſoul rg down from upper air; 
Her crooked talons tru's the fearful fray : 


Then out cf ſight ſhe ſoars, and wings her way. 
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So ſeizes the grim wolf the tender lamb, 

In vain lamented by the bleating dam. 
Then ruſhing onward, with a barb'rous cry, 

The troops of Turnus to the combat fly. 

The ditch with faggots filPd, the daring foe 

Toſs'd firebrands to the ſteepy turrets throw. 
Ilioneus, as bold Lucetius came 

To force the gate, and feed the kindling flame, 

Noll'd down the fragment of a rock ſo right, 

It cruſt.” d him double underneath the weight. 

Two more young Liger and Aſylas flew ; 

To bend the bow young Liger better knew : 8 

Aſylas beſt the pointed jav'lin threw. 

Brave Czneas laid Ortygius on the plain, 

The victor Cæneas was by Turnus ſlain. | 

By the ſame hand Clonius and Itys fall, 

Sagar and Ida, ſtanding on the wall. | 

From Capy's arms his fate Privernus found | 

Hurt by Themilla firſt, but flight the wound; 

His ſhicld thrown by, to mitigate the ſmart, 

He clept his hand upon the wounded part: 

The ſccond ſhaft came ſwift and uneſpy d, 

And pierc'd his hand, end nail'd it to his fide : 

TFransfix'd his breathing lungs and beating heart, 

The ſoul came iſtuirg out, and hiſs d againſt the dart. 
The ſon of Arcens ſhone amid the reſt, 

In pglittring armour and a purple veſt. 

Fair was his face, his eyes inſpiring love, 


Bred by Lis father in the Martian grove: 
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Where the fat alters of Palicus flame, 

And ſent in arms to purchaſe early fame. 

Him, when he ſpy'd from fer the Thuſcan king, 

Laid by the lat ce and took him to the fling: 

Thrice whirPd the thong around his head, and threw: 

The heated lead half melted as it flew: 

It pierc'd his hollow temples and his brain 

The youth came tumbling down, and ſpurn'd the plain. 
Then young Aſcanius, who before this day 

Was wont in woods to ſhoot the ſavage prey, 

Firſt bent, in mertial ſtrife, the twanging bow; 

And exercis'd againft a human foe. 

With this bereft Numanus of his life, 

Who Turnus' younger ſiſter took to wife. 

Proud cf his realm, and of his royal bride, 

Vaunting before his troops, and lergthen'd with a 

ſtride, 

In theſe inſulting terms the Trojans he defy'd. 

Twice conquer'd cowards, now your ſhame is ſhown, 

Coop'd up a ſecond time within your town ! 

Who dare not iſſue forth in open field, 

But hold your walls before you for a ſhield. 

Thus threat you war, thus our alliance force! 

What gods, à hat madneſs hi.her ſteer'd your courſe! 

You ſhall not find the ſors of Atrens here, 

Nor need the frauds of fly Ulyſles fear. 

Strong trom the cradle, of a ſturdy brood, 

We bear our new-vorn infants to the flood; 

There bath'd amid the ſtræeam our boys we hold, 

With winter harden'd, and inur'd to cold. 
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They wake before the day to range the wood, 

Kill ere they eat, nor taſte unconquer'd food. 

No ſports but what belong to war they know, 

To break the ſtubborn colt, to bend the bow. 

Our youth, of labour patient, earn their bread ; 

Hardly they work, with frugal diet fed. 

From ploughs and harrows ſent to ſeck renown, 

They fight in fields, and ſtorm the ſhaken town. 

No part of life from toils of war is free, 

No change in age, or Ciff*rence in degree. 

We plovgh and till in arms; our oxen feel, 

Inſtcad of goads, the ſpur ard pointed ſteel: 

TY inverted lance makes furrows in che plain 

Ey'n time, that changes all, yet charges us in yain : 

The body, not the mind: nor can control 

Th' immortal vigour, or abate the ſoul. 

Our helms defend the young, diſguiſe the grey: 

We live by plunder, and delight in prey. 

Your veſts embroider'd with rich purple ſhine ; 

In ſloth you glory, and in dances join. 

Your veſts have ſweeping ſleeves: with female pride, 

Your turbants underneath your chins are ty'd. 

Go, Phrygians, to your Dindymus agen; 

Go, leſs than women, in the ſhapes of men. 

Go, mix'd with eunuchs, in the mother's rites, 

Where with unequal ſound the flute invites. 

Sing, dance, and bowl by turns in Ida's ade; 

Reſign the war to men, who know the martial trade. 
This foul reproach Aſcanius could not hear, 

With patience, or a yow'd revenge forbear. 
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At the full ſtretch of both his hands he drew, 

And almoſt juin'd the horns of the tough yew. 

But firſt before the throne of Jove he ſtood : 

And thus with liftcd hands invok'd the god. 

My firſt attempt, great Jupiter, ſucceed ; 

An annual off” ring in thy grove ſball blecd : 

A ſnow-white ſteer, before thy altar led, 

Who like his mother bears aloft his head, 

Butts with his threat'ning brows, and bellowing ſtands, 

And dares the fight, and ſpurns the yellow ſands. 
Jove bow'd the heav'ns, and lent a gracious car, 

And thunder'd on the left, amidſt the clear. 

Sounded at once the bow; and ſwiftly flies 

The feather'd death, and hiſſes thro? the ſkies. 

The ſteel thro? both his temples forc'd the way : 

Extended on the ground Numanus lay. 

Go now, vain boaſter, and true valour ſcorn; 

The Phrygians, twice ſubdu'd, yet makes this third 

return, 

Aſcanius ſaid no more: the Trojans ſhake 

The heav'ns with ſhouting, and new vigour take. 
Apollo then beſtrode a golden cloud, 

To vicw the feats of arms, and fighting crowd; 8 

And thus the beardleſs victor he beſpoke aloud. 

Advance illuſtrious youth, increaſe in fame, 

And wide from eaſt to weſt extend thy name. 

Offspring of gods thyſelf; and Rome ſhall owe 

To thee a race of demigods below. 

This is the way to heav'n: the pow'rs divine 

From this beginning date the Julian line. 


ls, 


2 


B. IX. v. 882. XNEIS. 109 


To thee, to them, and their victorious heirs, 
The conquerꝰd war is due; and the vaſt world is theirs. 
Troy is too narrow for thy name. He ſaid, 
And plunging downward ſhot his radiant head; 
Diſpeli'd the breathing air, that broke his flight, 
Shorn of his beams, a man to mortal ſight. 
Old Butzs' form he took, Anchiſes* ſquire, 
Now left to rule Aſcanĩius by his fire; 
His wrinkled viſage, and his boary hairs, ? 
His mien, his habit, and his arms he wears; 
And thus ſalutes the boy, too forward for his years. O 
Suflice it thee, thy father's worthy ſon, 
The warlike prize thou haſt already won: 
The god of archers gives thy youth a part 
Of his own praiſe z nor envies equal art. 
Now tempt the war no more. He ſaid, and flew 
Obſcure in air, and vaniſh'd from their view. 
The Trojans, by his arms, their patron know; 
And hear the twanging of his heav'nly bow. 
Then duteous force they uſe, and Phœbus' name, 
To keep from fight the youth too fond of fame. 
Undaunted, they themſelves no danger ſhun : 
From wall to wall the ſhouts and clamours run : 
They bend theirbows, they whirl their ſlings around: » 
Heaps of ſpent arrows ſall, and ſtrew the ground; 
And helms, and ſhicles and rattling arms reſound. ) 
The combat thickens, like the ſtorm that flies 
Fi om weſtward, when the ſhow'ry kids ariſe: 
Or patt'ring hail comes pouring on the main, 
When Jupiter deſcends in harden'd rain. 
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Or bellowing clouds burſt with a ſtormy ſound, 

And with an armed winter ſtrew the ground. 
Pand'rus and Bitias, thunder-bolts of war, 

Whom Hiera to bold Alcanor bare 

On 1da's top, two yourhs of height and ſize, 

Like firs that on their mother mountain riſe z 

Preſuming on their force, the gates unbar, 

And of their own accord invite the war. 

With fates averſe, againſt their king's command, 

Arm'd on the right, and on the left they ſtand, 

And flank the paſſage : ſhining ſteel they wear, 

And waving creſts above their heads appear. 

Thus two tall oaks, that Padus* banks adorn, 

Lift up to heav'n their leafy heads unſhorn ; 

And overpreſs'd with nature's heavy load, 

Nance to the whiſtlirg winds, and at each other nod. 

In flows a tide of Latians, when they ſee 

The gate ſet open, and the paſſage free, 

gold Quercens, with raſh Tmarus, ruſhing on, 

Eguicolus, that in bright armour ſhone, 

And Ræmon firſt; but ſoon repuls'd they fly, 

Or in the well-cefcnded paſs they die. 

Theſe with ſucceſs are fir'd, and thoſe with rage; 

And each on equa] terms at length engage. 

Drawn from their lines, and iſſuing on the plain, 

The Trojans hand to hand the fght maintain. 
Ficrce Turnus in another quarter foughr, 

When ſuddenly th* unhop*d-for news was brought; 

The foes had left the faſtneſs of their place, 


Diva in fab, ard had his men is chac* 
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He quits th' attack, and, to prevent their ate, 
Runs, where the giant brothers guard the gate. 
The firſt he met, Antiphates the brave, 
But baſe begotten on a Theban ſlave; 
Sarpedon's ſon, he flew: the deadly dart 
Found paſſage thro? his breaſt, and pierc'd his heart. 
Fix'd in the wound th' Italian cornel ſtood ; 
Warm'd in his lungs, and in his vital blood. 
Aphidnus next, and Erymanthus dies, 
And Meropes, and the gigantic ſiae 8 
Of Bitias, ibreat'ning with his ardent eyes. 0 
Not by the feeble dart he fell oppreſs'd, 
A dart were loſt within that roomy breaſt ; 
But from a knotted lance, large, heavy, ſtrong ; 
Which roar'd like thunder as it whirPd along: 
Not two bull-hides th' impetuous force withbold ; 
Nor coat of double mail, with ſcales of gold. 
Down ſunk the monſter-bulk, and prefs*d the ground: 
His arms and clatt'ring ſhield on the vaſt body ſound. 
Not with leſs ruin than the Bajan mole, 
(Rais'd on the ſeas the ſurges to EXNGN 
At once comes tumbling down the rocky wal!, 
Prone to the deep the ſtones disjointed fall 
Off the vaſt pile; the ſcatter'd ocean flies; 
Black ſands , 41ſcolour'd froth, and mingled mud ariſe. 
The ſrighted billows roll, and ſeek the ſhores : 
Then trembles Prochyta, then Iſchia roars ; 
Typhœus thrown beneath, by Jove's command, 
Aſtonich'd at che flaw that ſhakes the land-: 
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Soon ſhifts his weary fide, and, ſcarce awake, 
With wonder feels the weight preſs lighter on his 
back. 

The warrior-god the Latian troops infpir'd z 
New ſtrung their ſineus, and their courage fir'd, 
But chills the Trojan hearts with cold affright : 
Then black deſpzir precipitates their flight. 

hen Pandarus beheld his brother kill'd, 
The town with fear and wild confuſion fill'd, 
He turns the hinges of the heavy gate, 

With hoth his hands; and adds his ſnoulders to the 
weight. 

Some happier friends within the walls inclos'd ; 

The reſt ſhut out, to certain death expos'd. 

Fool as he was, and frantic in his care, 

T” admit young Turnus, and include the war. 

He thruſt amid the crowd, ſ:curely bold 

Like a fierce tiger pent amid the fold. 

Too late his blazing buckler they deſery, 

And ſparkling fires that ſhot from either eve: 

Iiis mighty members, and his ample breaſt, 

His rattling armovr, and his crimſon creſt. 

Far from that hated face the Trojens fly; 
All but the fool who fought his deſtiny. 

Mad Pandarus eps forth, with vengeance vou'd 
For Bitias* death, and threatens thus aloud. 
Theſe are not Ardea's walls, nor this the town 
Amata proffers with Lavinia's crown: 

*Tis hoſe earth you tread; of hope bercf;, 
No means cf ſafe return by flight are left. 
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To whom, with count'nance calm and ſoul ſedate, 
Thus Turnus: Then begin, and try thy fate: 
My meſſage to the ghoſt of Priam bear, 
Tell him, a new Achilles ſent thee there. 

A lance of tough ground-aſh the Trojan threw, 
Rough in the rind, and knotted as it grew. 
With his fvll force he whirPd it firſt around; 
But the ſoft yielding air receiv'd the wound: 
Imperial Juno turn'd the courſe before; 
And fix'd the u and'ring weapon in the door. 

But hope not thou, ſaid Turnus, when 1 ſtrike, 
To ſhun thy fate, our force is not alike; 
Nor thy tec] temper'd by the Lemnian god: 
Then riffs, on his utmoſt ſtretch he ſiood 3 
And aim'd from high: the full deſcending blow 
Clcaves the broad front, and beardleſs checks in two: 
Down ſinks the giant with a thund'ring found, 
His pond'rous limbs oypreſs the trembling ground: 
Blood, brains, and foam, guſn from the g:ping 

wound, 
Scalp, face, and ſhoulders, the Leen ſtcel dis ides, 
And the ſhar'd viſage hangs on equal ſides. 
The Trojans fly from their approaching fate; 
And had the victor then ſecur'd the gate, 
And to his troops without vnclos'd the bars, 
One lucky day had ended all his wars. 
But boiling youth, and blind defire of blood, 
Puſh on his fury to pur ſue the crowd; 
Hamſtring'd behind unhappy Gyges dicd; 
Then Phalaris is added to his fide : 
K 3 
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The painted jav*lins from the dead he drew, 

And their friends arms ↄgeinſt their fellows threw. 
Strong MHylus ſtands in veing weak Phlegys flies 3 
Saturua, ſtill at hend, rew force and fire ſupplies. 
3 ken 3ialins, Prytenis, Alcender fall; 

(Eno5%'s againſt the foes who ſcal'd the wall): 

Nut whom they fear'd without, they found withir * 
It laſt, tho? late, by Linccus he was ſeen. 

Ile calls new ſaccours, #rd aſſgults the prince, 
Nut weak l. is force, and vain is their deſence. 
"Forn'd to the right, his ſword the hero drew, 
Aud at one blow the bold aęggrt ſſor flew. 

Ye joints the ncek; and with a ſtroke fo ſtror g 
The helm flics of, and bears the hcad along, 
Next him, the buntſman Amycns he kill'd, 

Ju darts envenom'd, and in poiſon 311d. 

then Clytus ſell bencsth his fatal ſpear, 

nd Cretus, whom the Muſes held fo dear: 

tie fought with courage, and he ſung the fight 
Arms were his bas'neis, verſes his delight. 

The Tryjan chicfs behold, with rage and grief, 
Their flaughter'd friends, and haſten their relief. 
Bold Mncfthens rallics firſt the broken train; 
Whom brave Sereſthus and his troops ſuſtain, 
To fave the living, and revenge the dead; 
Againſt ane warrior's arms all Troy they led. 

V, void of ſenſe and courage, Vneſtheus cry'd, 
Where can you hope your coward heads to hide ? 
Ah, where beyond theſe rampires can you run? 
Due ian, and in your camp inclos'd, you ſhun * 


B. IX. v. 1058. XTNE IS. tis 


Shall then a ſingle ſword ſuch ſlaughter boaſt, 

And paſs vnpuniſh'd from a num'rous koſt? 

Forſaking honour, and renouncing fame, 

Your gods, your country, and your king you ſhame. 
This juſt reproach their virtue does excite, 

Ihey ſtond, they join, they thicken to the fight. 
Now Turnus doubts, and yet diſdains to yield; 

But with flow paces meaſures back the ficld 

Aud inches to the walls, where Tiber's tide, 

Woſhing the camp, defends the weaker fide. 

The mute he loſes, they advance the more; 

And tread in ev'ry ſtep he trod before. 

They ſhout, they bear him back, and whom by might 

They cannot conquer, they oppreſs with weight. 
As compaſs'd with a wood of ſpears around, 

The lordly lion ſtill maintains his ground; 

Grins horrible, retires, and turns again 

Threats his diſtended paws, and ſhakes his mane ; 

He loſes while in vain he preſſes on, 

Nor will his courage let him dare to run: 

So Turnus fares, ad, unreſolv'd of flight, 

Moves tardy back, and juſt recedes from fight. 

Yet twice, enr2g'd, the combat he renews, 

Twice breaks, and twice his broken foes purſucs: 

But now they ſwarm, and, with freſh troops ſupply'd, 

Come rolling on, and ruſh from ev'ry ſide. 

Nor Juno, who ſuſtain'd his arms before, 

Dares with new ſtrength ſaſfice th? exhauſted fore, 

For Jove, with ſour commands, ſent Iris down, 

To ſorce th* invader from the frighted town. 
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With labour ſpent, no longer can he wield 
The heavy fauchion, or ſuſtain the ſhield : 
O'erwhelm?'d with darts, which from afar they fling, 
The weapons round his hollow temples ring: 
His golden helm gives way z with ſtony blows 
Batter'd, and flat, and beaten to his brows. 

His creſt is raſh'd away ; his ample ſhicld 
Is falſify'd, and round with jav'lins fill'd. | 

The foe now faint; the Trojans overu helm: 
And Nineſthevs lays hard load upon his helm. 
Sick ſweat ſucceeds, he drops at ev'ry pore, 
With driving duſt his cheeks are paſted o'er. 
Shorter and ſhorter ev'ry gaſp he takes, 

And vain efforts, and hurtleſs blows he mekes. 
Arm'd as he was, at levgth he leap'd from high ; 
Plung'd in the flood, and made the waters fly. 
The yellow god the welcome burden bore, 

And wip'd the ſweat, and waſh'd away the gore: 
Then gently wafts him to the farther coaſt ; 

And ſcnds him ſafe to cheer his anxious hoſt. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


PIT E R, ealiiny a council of the gods, for- 
hilt them to engage in either party. At 
Hues return there is a bhoch battle: Turnus 
killing Pallit; Annen, Lavſus and Mezentius. 
Mezentius ts deſcribed as an atheiſt; Lauſus as a 
pious and virtucus youth : the different actions and 
death of theſe ti o, are the ſubjet of a noble epi- 
ſode. 
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1 * gates of heav'n unfold: Jove ſummons all 
The gods to council in the common hall. 
Zublimely ſcated, he ſurveys from far 
The fields, the camp, the fortune of the war; 
Ard all th' inferior world : from firſt to laſt 
The ſov'reign ſenate in degrees are plac'd. 

Then thus th' almighty ſite began. Ye gods, 
Natives, or denizons, of bleſt abodes 3 
From whence theſe murmurs, and this chinge of mind, 
This backward fate from what was firit deſgn'd? 
Why this protracted war? When my commands 
Pronounc'd a peace, and gave the Latian lands. 
What fear or hope on either part divides 
Our heav'ns, and arms our pow'rs on diſf'rent ſides? 
A lawful time of war at length will come, 
(Nor need your haſte anticipate the doom), 5 
When Carthage ſhall contend the wo: 1d with Rame: 
Shall force the rigid rocks, and Aipine chains; 
Jad {ks good come puriring on the plains. 
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Then is your time for faction and debate, 

For partial favour, and permitted hate. 

Let now your immature diſſenſion ceaſe; 

Sit quiet, and compoſe your ſouls to peace. 
Thus Jupiter in few unfolds the charge: 

But lovely Venus thus replies at large. 

O pow'r immenſe, eternal energy! 

(For to what elſe protection can we fly?) 

Seeſt thou the proud Rutulians, how they dare 

In fields, unpuniſh'd, and inſult my care? 

How lofty Turnus vaunts amidſt his train, 

In ſhining arms triumphant on the plain ? 

Ev'n in their lines and trenches they contend ; 

And ſcarce their walls the Trojan troops defend : 

The town is fill'd with ſlaughter, and o'crfloats, 

With a red deluge, their increaſing moats. 

Aneas ignorant, and far from thence, 

Has left a camp expos'd, without defence. 

This endleſs outrage ſhall they ſtill ſuſtain ? 

Shall Troy, renew'd, be forc'd and fu'd again? 

A ſecond ſiege my baniſh'd iſſue fears, 

And a new Diomede in arms appears. 

One more audacious mortal will be found ; 

And I, thy daughter, wait another wound. 

Yet if, with fates averſe, without thy leave, 

The Latian lands my progeny receive ; 

Bear they the pains of violated law, 

And thy protection from their aid withdraw. 

But if the gods their ſure ſucceſs foretel, 

If thoſe of heay'n conſent with thoſe of hell, 
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To promiſe Italy; who dare debate 

The pow'r of Jove, or fix another fate? 

What ſhould I tell of tempeſts on the main, 

Of Eolus uſurping Neptune's reign : 

Of Iris ſent, with Bacchanalian heat 

'T” ivf{pire the matrons, and deſtroy the fleet. 

Now Juno to the Stygian ſky deſcends, 

| Solicits hell for aid, and arms the ſiends. 

That new example wanted yet above: 

An act that well became the wife of Jove. 

Alecto, rais'd by her, with rage inflames 

The peaceful boſoms of the Latian dames. 

Impe11al ſway no more exalts my mind: 

(5uch hopes I had indeed while heav'n was kind): 

Now let my happier foes poſſe ſs my place, 

hom Jove prefers before the Trojan race; 5 

And conquer they whom you with conqueſt grace. 

Since you can ſpare, from all your wide command, 

No ſpot of earth, no hoſpitable land, 

Which may my wand”ring fugitives receive ; 

Since havghty Juno will not give you leave); 

Ihen, father, (if I ſtill may uſe that name), 

By ruin'd Troy, yet ſmoking from the flame, 

beg you let Aſcanius, by my care, 

Be treed from danger, and diſmiſs'd the war: 

Inglorious let him live, without a crown 

The father may be caſt. on coaſts unknown, 

Struggling with fate; but let me ſave the ſon. 

Mine is Cythera, mine the Cyprian tow'rs; 

In thoſe receſſes, and thoſe ſacred bow'rs, 
Vol II. L 
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Obſcureiy let him reſt; his right reſ gn 

To promis'd empire, and his Julian line. 

Thea Carthage may th' Auſouiun towns deſtroy, 

Nor fcar the race cf a rejected boy, 

What profits it my fon to *tcape the fire, 

Arm'd with his gods, aud loaded with his fire; 

To paſs the perils of the ſeas and wind; 

Evade the Greeks, and leave the war behind; 

To reach th” Italian ſhores: if, after all, 

Our ſecond Pergamus is doom'd to fall? 

Much better had he curb'd his high deſires, 

And hover'd o'er his ilextinguiſi'd fires, 

To Simois' banks the fugitives reſtore, 

And give them back to war, and all the woes before. 
Deep indiguation ſwell'd Saturnia's heart: 

Ard muſt I own, ſhe faid, my ſecret ſmart ? 

hat with more decence were in ſilence kept, 

And but for this unjuſt reproach had ſle pt. 

Did god, or man, your f2v'rite ſon adviſe, 

With war unhop'd the Latians to ſurpriſe? 

By fate you boaſt, ard by the gods decree, 

He left his native land for Italy : 

Conſeſ tlic truth; by mad Calfindra, more 

Than heav'a inſpir'd, he ſought a foreign ſhore? 

Did I perſuade to truſt his ſecond Troy 

To the raw conduct of a bcardlefs boy? 

With walls unfiniſh'd, which bimſelf forſakes, 

And thro” the waves a wand'ring vovage takes“ 

When have I urg'd him meaniy to demand 

Ihe Tuſcan aid, ard arma a quiet land? 
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Did I or Iris give this mad advice, 
Or made the fool himſelf that fatal choice? 
You think it hard, the Latians ſhou'd deſtroy - 
Vith ſwords your Trojans, and with fires your Troy. 
Eard and unjuſt, indeed, for men to dr: w 
Their native air, nor take a foreign law : 
That Turnus is permitted ſtill to live, 
To whom his birth a god and geddeſ give; 
But yet tis juſt and lawful for your line 
To drive their fields, and force with fraud to join. 
Realms, not your own, among your clans divide, 
And from the bridegroom tear the promis'd bride : 
Petition, while you public arms prepare, 
Pretend a peace, and yet provoke a war. 
'Twas giv'n to you, your darling fon to ſhroud, +» 
To draw the daſtard from the fighting crowd ; 5 
And for a man obtend an empty cloud. 
From flaming fleets you turn'd the fire away, 
And chang'd the ſhips to deughters of the ca. 
But 'tis my crime, the queen of heaven offends, 
If ſhe preſume to ſave her ſuff ring friends. 
Your ſon, not knowing what his foes decrce, 
You ſay, is abſent: abſent let him be. 
Yours is Cythera, yours the Cyprian tow'rs, 
The ſoft receiſes, and the facrec bow'rs. 
Vhy do you then theſe needieſs arms prepare, 
And thus provoke a people prone to war? 
Did I with hre the Trojan town deface, 
Or hinder from return your exii'd race? 
I. 2 
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Was I the cauſe of miſchief, or the man, 

Whoſe lawleſs luſt the fatal war began? 

Think on whoſe faith th' adult'rous youth rely'd : 

Who promis'd, who procur'd the Spartan bride? 

When all th' united ſtates of Greece combin'd, 

To purge the world of the perfidious kind; 

Then was your time to fear the Trojan fate: 

Your quarrels and complaints are now too late. 
Thus Juno, Murmurs riſe with mix'd applauſe; 

Juſt as they favour or diſlike the cauſe : 

So winds, when yet unfledg'd in woods they ly, 

In whiſpers firſt their tender voices try, 


Then iſſue on the main with bellowing rage, 


And ſtorms to trembling mariners preſage. 

Then thus to both reply'd th' imperial god, 
Who ſhakes heav'n's axles with his awful nod. 
(When he begins, the ſilent ſenate ſtand 
With rev*rence, liſ”ning to the dread command; 
The clouds difpel ; the winds their breath reſtrain 
And the huſh'd waves ly flatted on the main). 

Celeſtials ! your attentive ears incline ; 

Since, ſaid the god, the Trojans muſt not join : 
In wiſh'd alliance with the Latian line; 


Since endleſs jarrings, and immortal hate, 0 
Tend but to diſcompoſe our happy ſtate; 
The war henceforward be reſign'd to fate. 9 


Fach to his proper fortune ſtand or fall, 

Equal and unconcern'd I look on all. 
Kutulians, Trojans, are the ſame to me; 

And both ſhall draw the lots their fates decree. 
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Let theſe aſſau't, if fortune be their friend; 
And if ſhe favours thoſe, let thoſe defend: 
The fates will find their way. The thund'rer ſaid ; 
And ſhook the ſacred honours of his head; 
Atteſting Styx, th' inviolable flood, 
And the black regions of his brother god : 
Trembled the poles of heav'n, and earth confeſe'd 
the nod : 
This end the ſeſſions had: the ſenate riſe, 
And to his palace wait their ſoy'rcign thro? the {kies, 
Meantime, intent upon their ſiege, the foes 
Within their walls the Trojan hoſt incloſe: 
They wound, they kill, they watch at ev'ry gate: 
Renew the fires, and urge their happy fate. 
THY Aneans wiſh in vain their wanted chicf, 
Hopeleſs of flight, more hopeleſs of relief; 
Thin on the tow'rs they ſtand; and cv'n thoſe few, 
A feeble, fainting, and dejected crew: 
Yet in the face of danger ſome there flood; 
The two bold brothers of Sarpedon's blood, 
Aſus and Acmon: both th' Aſlaraci; 
Young Hzmon, and tho? young reſolv'd to die, 
With theſe were Clarus and Thymetes join'd; 
Tibris and Caſtor, both of Lycian kind. 
From Acmon's hands a rolling ſtone there came, 
So large, it half deſery'd a mountain's name ! 
Strong-ſ:inew'd was the youth, and big of bone, 
His brother Mneſtheus cou'd not more have _ 
Or the great father of th? intrepid fon. | 
| L 3 
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Some firebrands throw, ſome flights of arrows ſend 
And ſome with darts, and ſome with ſtones defend. 
Amid the preſs appears the beauteous boy, 
The care of Venus, and the hope of Troy. 
His lovely face unarm'd, his head was bare, 
In ringlets o'er his ſhoulders hung his hair. 
His forchead circled with a diadem ; 
Diſtingniſh'd from the crowd he ſhines a gem, 
Enchas'd in gold, or politt'd iv'ry ſet, | 
Amidſt the mcaner foil of fable jet. 

Nor Iſmarus was wanting to the war, 
Directing pointed arrows from afar, 
And death with poiſon arm'd: in Lydia born, 
Where plenteous harveſts the fat fields adorn : 
Where proud Pactolus floats the fruitful lands, 


And leaves a rich manure of golden ſands. 


There Capys, author of the Capuan name: ? 

And there was Mneſtheus too increas'd in fame : 

Since Turnus from the camp he caſt with ſhame. 5 
Thus mortal war was wag'd on either fide. 

Meantime the hero cuts the nightly tide : 

For, anxious, from Evander when he went, 

He fought the Tyri hene camp, and Tarchon's tent; 

Expos'd the cauſe of coming to the chief; 

Hrs name and country told, and afk'd relief: 

Propo d the terms; his own ſmall ſtrength declar'd, 

VW hat vengeance proud Mezentius had prepar'd: 

What Turnus, bold and violent, deſign'd; 

Thea ſhew'A che Nlipp'ry ſtate of human kigd, 
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And fickle fortune; warn'd him to beware: 
And to his wholſume counſel added pray'r. 
Tarchon, without delay, the treaty ſigns; 
And to the Trojan troops the Tuſcan joins. 
They ſoon ſet fail z nor now the fates withſtand ; 
Their forces truſted with a forcign hand, 
A neas leads; upon his ſtern appear 
Two lions carv'd, which riſing Ida bear; : 
Ida, to wand'ring Trojans ever dear. 
Under their grateful ſhade Ancas ſat, 
Revolving war's events, and various fate. 
His left young Pallas kept, fix'd to his fide, 
And oft of winds enquir'd, and of the tide : 
Oft of the ſtars, and of their watry way; 
And what he ſutfer'd both by land and ſea. 
Now ſacred ſiſters open all your ſpring, 
The Tuſcan leaders, and their army, ſing; 
Which ſollow'd great Xneas to the war: 
1heir arms, their numbers, and their names declare. 
A thouſand youths brave Nlaſſicus obey, 
Born in the Tiger, thro” the foaming ſea 
From Aſſum brought, and Coſa, by his care; 
For arms, light quivers, bow's and ſhafts, they bear. 
Fierce Abas next; his men bright armour wore 
His ſtern, Apollo's golden ſtatue bore. 
dix hundred Populonca ſent along, 
All AilPd in martial exerciſe, and ſtrong. 
Three hundred more for battle Ilva joins, 
An iſle renown'd for ftecl, and uncxhauſted mines. 
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Aſylas on his prow the third appears, 
Who heav'n interprets, and the wand'ring ſtars : 
From oſſcr'd entrails prodigies expounds, 
And peals of thunder, with preſaging ſounds, 
A thonſand ſpears in werlike order ſtand, 
Sent by the Piſans under his command. 

Fair Aſtur follows in the watry field, 
Proud of lis manzg'd horſe, and painted ſhield. 
Graviſca noiſome from the neighb'ring fen, 
And his own Cœre ſent three hundred men: 
With thoſe which Minio's fields, and Pyrgi gave; 
All bred in arms, unanimous, and brave. 

Thou Muſe the name of Cinyras renew; 
And brave Cupa vo, follow'd but by few: 
Whole helm confeſs'd the lincage of the man, 
And bore, with wings diſplay'd, the filver ſwan. 
Love was the fault of his fam'd anceſtry, 
Whoſe forms and fortunes in his enſigns fly. 
For Cycnus lov'd unhappy Phaeton, 
And ſung his loſs, in poplar groves, alone; 
Beneath the ſiſter ſhades to ſooth his grief: 
Heav'n heard his ſong, and haſten'd his relief; 
And chang'd to ſnowy plumes his hoary hair, 
And wing'd his flight, to chant aloft in air. 
His ſon Cupavo bruſh'd the briny flood: 
Upon his ſtern a brawny Centaur ſtood, 
Who heav'd a rock, and threat' ning ſtill to throw, 
With lifted hands, alarm'd the ſeas below: 
They ſeem to fear the formidable fight, 
And rolPd their billous on to ſpeed his flight. 
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Ocnus was next, who led his native train 
Of hardy warriors thro? the watry plain, 
The ſon of Manto, by the Tuſcan ſtream, 
From whence the Mantu-n town derives the name, 
An ancient city, but of mix'd deſcent, 
Three ſev'ral tribes compoſe the government 
Four towns are under each; but all obey 
The Mantuan Jaws, and own the Tuſcan ſway. 
Hate to Mezentius arm'd five hundred more, 
Vhom Mincius from his fire Benacus bore ; 0 
(Mincius with wreaths of reeds his forchead cover'd f 
o'er). 
Theſe grave Auletes leads. A hundred ſweep, 
With ſtretching oars, at once the glaſſy deep : | 
Him and his martial train the Triton bears, | 
High on his poop the ſca-green god appears : | | 
Frowning he ſeems his crooked ſhell to ſound, 
And at the blaſt the billows dance around. 
A hairy man above the waſte he ſhows, 
A porpoiſe tail beneath his bclly grows ; 
And ends a fiſh : his breaſt the waves divides, 
And froth and foam augment the murm'ring tides. 
Full thirty ſhips tranſport the choſen train, 
For Troy's relief, and ſcour the briny main. 
Now was the world forſaken by the ſun, 
And Phabe half her nightly race had run. 
The careful chief, who never clos'd his eyes, 
Himſelf the rudder holds, the ſails ſupplics. 
A choir of Nereids meet him on the flood, 
Once his own gallies, kewn from 1da's wood: 
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But now as many nymphs the ſea they ſweep, 

As rode before tall veſſels on the deep. 

They know him from afar; and in a ring 

Incloſe the ſhip that bore the Trojan king. 
Cymoduce, whoſe voice excclPd the reſt, 

Above the waves ad vanc'd her ſhowy breaſt. 

Her right hand ſtops the i: n, her left divides 
The cm ting ocean, end corrects the tides : 

She ſpoke for ell the choir; and thus began 

With pleaſing words to warn th' unknowing man. 
Sleeps our lov'd lord? O goddeſs-born! awake, 
Spread ev'ry fail, purſue your watry track; 

And haſte your courie. Your navy once were we, 
From Ida's height deſcending to the ſea: 

Till Turnus, as at anchor hx'd we ſtood, 
Preſum'd to violate our holy wood. 

Then !o0s'd from ſhare we fled his fires profane; 2 
(Unwiliingly we broke our ratter's chain); 

And {.nce have fought you thro” the Tuſcan main. 9 
The mighty mother chang'd our forms to theſe, 
And gave us life immortal in the ſeas. 

But young Aſcanius, in his carp diſtreſs'd, 

By your inſulticg foes is hardly pre ſs'd, 

Th' Arcavian horſemen and Etrurian hoſt 

Advance in order on the Latien coaſt: 

To cut their way the Daunian chief deſigns, 
Before the troops can reach the Trojan lines. 
Thou, when the roſy morn reſtores the light, 


Firſt arm thy ſoldiers for th' ex.ſuing fight ; 
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Thyſelf the fated fword of Vulcan wield, 
And bear aloft th' impenetrable ſhicld. 
To-morrow's ſun, unleſs my (kill be vain, 
Shall ſee huge heaps of foes in battle lain. 
Parting, ſhe ſpoke; and, with immortal force, 
Puſh'd on the veſſel in her watry courſe: 
(For well ſhe knew the way): impell'd behind, 
The ſhip flew forward, and outſtripp'd the wind. 
The reſt make up: unknowing of the cauſe ; 
The chief admires their ſpeed, and happy omens draws, 
Then thus he pray'd, and fix'd on heay'n his eyes; 
Hear thou, great mother of the deities, 
With turrets crown'd, (on Ida's holy hill, 
Ficrce tigers, rein'd and curb'd, obey thy will), 
Firm thy own omens, lead us on to fight, 
And let thy Phrygians conquer in thy right. 
He ſaid no more. And now renewing day 
Fad thas'd the ſhadows of the night away. 
He charg'd the ſoldiers, with preventing care, 
Their flags to follow, and their arms prepare; 
Warn'd of ti enſuing fight, and bad *em hope the 
war. 
Now, from his lofty poop, he view'd below 
His camp encompaſs'd, and th' incloſing foe. 
His blazing ſhicld embrac'd, he held on high; 
The camp receive the ſign, and with loud ſhouts reply. 
Hope arms their courage: from their tow'rs they throw 
Their darts with double force, and drive the foe. 
Thus, at the ſpnal giv'n, the cranes ariſc 
Beſorg the ſtorniy Guth, and blacken all tbe ſlies. 
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King Turnus wonder'd at the fight renev'd; 
Till, locking back, the Trojan fleet he view'd; 
The ſeas with ſwelling canvas cover'd oer; 

And the ſu ift ſhips deſcending on the ſhore. 

The Latians ſaw from far, with dazzled eyes, 

The radiant creſt that ſcem'd in flames to riſe, 

And dart diffuſive fires around the field; 

And the keen glitt'ring of the golden ſhicld. 

Thus threat'ning comets, when by night they riſe, 

Shoot ſanguine ſtreams, and ſadden all the ſkies : 

So Sirius, flaſhing forth ſiniſter lights, 

Pale human-kind with plagues, and with dry famine 
frights. 

Yet Turnus, with undaunted mind, is bent 

To man the ſtores, and hinder their deſcent: 

And thus aw2kes the courage of his friends. 

What you fo lang have wiſh'd, kind fortune ſends: 

In ardent arms to meet tl? invading foe ; 

You find, and find him at advantage now. 

Yours is the day, you need but only dare: 

Your ſwords will make you maſters of the war. 

Your fires, your ſons, your houſes, and your lands, 

And deareſt wives, are all within your hands. 

Be mindful of the race from whence you came; 

And emulate in arms your fathers? fame. 

Now take the time, while ſtagg' ring yet they ſtand 

With feet unfirm; and prepoſſeſs the ſtrand : 

Fortune befriends the bold. No more he ſaid, 

But balanc'd whom to le3ve, ud whom to lead” 


Is, 
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Then theſe elects, the landing to prevent; 
And thoſe he leaves, to keep the city pent. 
Meantime the Trojan ſends his troops aſkore: 
Some are by boats expos'd, by bridges more. 
With lab'ring oars they bear along the ſtrand, 
Vhere the tide languiſhes, and leap a- land. 
Tarchon obſerves the coaſt with careful eyes, 
And where no ford he finds, no water fries, 
Nor billows with unequal murmur roar, 
But ſmoothly ſlide along, and ſwell the ſhore 
That courſe he ſteer'd, and thus he gave command, 
Here ply your oars, and at all hazard land: 
Force on the veſſel, that her keel may wound 
This hated ſoil, and furrow hoſlile ground. 
Let me ſecurely land, I aſk no more, 
Then fink my ſhips, or ſhatter on the ſhore; 
This ficry ſpeech inflames his fearful friends, 
They tug at ev'ry oar, and ev'ry ſtretcher bends: 
They run their ſhips aground, the veſſels knock, 
(Thus forc'd aſhore), and tremble with the ſhock. 
Tarchon's alone was loſt, and ſtranded ood, 
Stuck on a bank, and beaten by the flood. 
She breaks her back, the looſen'd ſides give way, 
And plunge the Tuſcan ſoldiers in the ſea. 
Their broken oars and floating planks withſtand ? 
Their paſſage, while they labour to the land; C 
And ebbing tides bear back upon th'uncertain ſand. 2 
Now Turnus leads his troops, without delay, 
Advancing tcw'rds the margin of the ſea. 
Ver. III. Al 
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The trumpets ſound: Eneas firſt affaiPd 

The clowns new rais'd and raw, and ſoon pre vail'd. 
Great Theron fell, an omen of the fight: 

Great Theron, large of limbs, of giant height. 
He firſt in open fields defy d the prince, 

But armour ſcal'd with gold was no defence 
Againſt the fated ſword, which open'd wide 

His plated ſhield, and pierc'd his naked fide. 

Next Lycas fell; who, not like others born, 
Was from his wretched mother ripp'd and torn: 
Sacred, O Phabus ! from his birth to thee, 

For his beginning life from biting ſteel was free. 
Nor far from him was Gyas laid along, 

Of moni{Yrous bulk; with Ciſſeus fierce and ſtrong ; 
Vain bulk and ſtrength; for when the chief aſſail'd, 
Nor valour, nor Herculean arms, avail'd; 

Nor their fam'd father, wont in war to go 

Vith great Alcides, while he toiPd below. 

The noiſy Pharos next receiv'd his death, 

A neas writh'd his dart, and ſtoppꝰd his baw ling breath. 
Then wretched Cydon had receiv'd his doom, 
Who courted Clytius in Eis beardleſs bloom, 

And ſought with luſt obſcene polluted joys: 

The Trojan {word had cur'd his love of boys, 
Had not his ſev'n bold brethren ſtopp'd the courte 
Of the fierce champion with united force. 

Scv'n darts were thrown at once, and ſome rebound 
From his bright ſhicld, ſome on his helmet ſound : 
The reſt had reach'd him, but his mcther's care 
Prevented the, ond turn'd aſide in air. 
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The prince then call'd Achates, to ſupply 
The ſpears that knew the way to victory. 
Thoſe fatal weapons, which, inur'd to blood, 
In Grecian bodies under Ilinm ſtood : 
Not one of thoſe my hand ſhall toſs in yain 
Agzinſt our foes, on this contended plain. 
He ſaid: then ſciz'd a mighty ſpear, and threw ; 
Which, wing'd with fate, thro* Mzon's buckler flew: 
Pierc'd all the brazen plates, and reach'd his heart: 
He ſtagger'd with intolerable ſmart. 
Alcanor ſaw z ang reach'd, but reach'd in yain, 
His helping hand, his brother to ſuſtain. 
A ſccand ſpear, which kept the former courſe, 
From the ſame hand, and ſent with equal force, 
His right arm pierc'd, and holding on, bereft 
His uſe of both, and pinion'd down his left. 
Then Numitor from his dead brother drew 
Th' ill-omen'd ſpear, and at the Trojan threw: 
Preventing fate dirt cts the lance awry, 
Which glancing, only mark'd Achctes' thigh. 

In pride of youth the Sabine Clauſus came, 
And from afar at Dryops took his aim. 
The ſpear flew hiſſing thro? the middle ſpace, 
And pierc'd his throat, directed at his face: 
It ſtopp'd at once the paſſage of his wind, 
Ard the free ſoul to fleeting air reſign'd: 
His forchcad was the firſt that ſtruck the ground : 
Life- biood and life ruſh'd mingled thro* the wound. 

M z 
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He flew three brothers of the Borean race, 
And three whom Iſmarvs, their native place, Q 
Had ſent to war, but all the ſons of Thrace. 
Haleſus next, the bold Aurunci leads; 
The ſon of Neptune to his aid ſucceeds, 
Conſpicuous on his horſe : on either hand 
Theſe fight to keep, and thoſe to win the land. 
With mutual blood tl. Auſonian ſoil is dy'd, 
Vhile on its borders each their claim decide. 

As wintry winds contenGing in the ſky, 
With equal force of lungs their titecs try: 
They rage, they roar; the doubtful rack of heav'n 
Stands without motion, and the tide undriv'n: 
Each bent to conquer, neither ſide to yield; 
They long ſuſpend the fortune of the field. 
Both armies thus perform what courage can : 
Foot ſet to foot, and mingled men to man. 

But, in another part, th' Arcadian horſe, 
With ill ſucceſs engage the 1 atian force. 
For where th' impetuous torrent ruſhing down, 
Huge craggy ſtones, and roated trees had thrown : 
They left their courſers, and, unus'd to f ght 
On ſoot, were ſcatter'd in a ſhameſul flight. 
Pallas, who, with difdain and grief, had view'd 
Ilis fo-s purſuing, and his friends purſu'd ; 
'Us'd threat'nings mix'd with pray*rs, his laſt reſource; 
With theſe to move their minds, with thoſe to fre 

their force. 

Which way, companions ! whither wou'd you run! 
By you yourſelves, and mighty battles won; 


— 


 — 
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By my great fire, by his eſtabliſh'd name, 
And early promiſe of my future fame; 
By my youth, emulous of equal right 
To ſhare his honours, ſbun ignoble flight. 


Truſt not your feet, your hands muſt hew your way 


Throꝰ yon black body, and that thick array: 
*Tis thro? that forward path that we muſt come: 
There lies our way, and that our paſſage home. 
Nor pow'rs above, nor deſtinies below, 7 
Oppreſs our arms; with equal ſtrength we go; C 
With mortal hands to meet a mortal foe. 2 
See on what foot we ſtand: a ſcanty ſhore ; 
The ſea behind, our enemies before: 
No pailage left, unleſs we ſwim the main; 
Or, forcing theſe, the Trojan trenches gain. 
This ſaid, he ſirode with eager haſte along, 
And bore amidſt the thickeſt of the throng, 
Lagus, the firſt he met, with fate to foe, 
Had heav'd a ſtone of mighty weight to throw; 
Stooping, the ſpear deſcended on his chine, 
Juſt where the bone diſlinguiſh'd cither loin : 
It ſtuck ſo faſt, ſo deeply bury'd lay, 
That ſcarce the victor forc'd the ſteel away. 

Hiſbon came on, but while he moy'd too flow 
To wiſh'd revenge, the prince prevents his blow: 
For warding his at once, at once he preſs'd, 
And plung'd the fatal weapon in his breaſt. 
Then lewd Anchemolus he laid in duſt, 
Who ſtaiu'd his flepdame's bed with impious lo? 

| M 3 
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And after him the Daunian twins were ſlain, 
Laris and Thimbrus, on the Latian plain: 
So wondrous like in feature, ſhape, and ſize, 
As caus'd an error in their parents eyes. 
rate ful miſt-ke ! but ſoon the ſword decides 
The rice diſtinction, and their fate divides. 
For Thimbrus' head was lop'd; and Laris' hand, 
Diſmember*d, ſoncht its owner on the ſtraud: 
The tr- ribling fingers yet the fanchion ſtrain, 
And thrOvten ſtill th' intended ſtroke in vain. 
Now, to renew de charge, th' Arcadians came, y 
Sight of ſuck acts, and ſenſe of honeſt ſhame, 8 
Ant grief, uith anger n.ix'd, their minds inflame. 
Then, with a caſual blow, was Rhætus ſlain, 
Who chanc'd, as Pallas thiew, to croſs the plain 
The flying hear was after Tus ſent, 
But Rhetus happen'd on a Ceath unmeant: 
From Tcuchras and from Tyrus white he fled, 
The lance, athwart his body, laid him dead. 
RolPad from his chariot with a mortal wound, 
And intercepted fate, he ſpurn'd the ground. 
As when in ſummer welcome winds atifc, 
The watchful ſhepherd to the foreſt flies, 
And fires the milmoſt plants; contagion ſpreads, 
And catching flames infect the neighb'ring heads; ; 
Around the foreſt flies the furious blaſt, 
And all the leafy nation ſinks at laſt Q 
And Vulcan rides in triumph o'er the waſte: J 
The paſtor pleas'd with his dire victory, 
Reliolos the ſatiate flames in ſheets aſcend the Ol y. 
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So Pallas“ troops their ſcatter*d ſtrergth unite; 
And pouring on their foes, their prince delight. 
Haleſus came, ſierce with deſire of blood, 

(Hut firſt collected in his arms he ſtood), 

Ad vancing then he ply'd the ſpear fo well, 

Ladon, Demodochus, and Pheres fell: 

Around his head he toſs'd his glitt' ring brerq, 

And from Strymonius hew'd his beter hand, 

Held up to guard his throat: then burl'd a ſtone 

At Ihoas' ample front, and pierc'd the bone: 

It ſtruck bencath the ſpace of either eye, 

And blood, and mingled brains, together fly. 

Jeep kill'd in future fates, Haleſus“ fre 

Did with the youth to lonely groves retire : 

Put when the father's mortal race was run, 

Pire deſtiny laid hold upon the ſon, 

And haul'd him to the war: to find benezth 

1h' Evandrian ſpear a memorable death. 

Pallas th' encounter ſeeks, but, ere he throws, 

To Tuſcan Tiber thus addreſs'd his vows: 

O ſacred ſtream, direct my flying dart, 

And give to paſs the proud Haleſus' heart 

His arms and ſpoils thy holy oak ſhall bear. 

Pleas'd with the bribe, the god receiv'd his pray'r. 

For while his ſhield protects a friend diſtreſs'd, 

The dart came driving on, and pierc'd his breaſt. 
But Lauſus, no ſmall portion of the war, 

Permits not panic fear io reign too far, 

Caus'd by the death of ſo renown'd a knight : 

But by his own example cheers the fight. 
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Fierce Abas firſt he flew, Abas, the ſtay 

Of Trojan hopes, and hind'rance of the day. 

The Phrygian troops eſcap'd the Greeks in vain, 

They, and their mix'd allies, now load the plain. 

To the rude ſhock of war both armies came, 

The leaders equal, and their Alrength the ſame. 

The rear fo preſoꝰd the front, they could not wield 

Their angry weapons, to diſpute the field. 

Here Pallas urges on, and Lauſus there, 0 

Of equal youth and beauty both appear, 

But both by fate forbid to breathe their native air. 5 

Their congreſs in the field great Jove withſtands, 

Both doom'd to fall, but fall by greater hands. 
Meantime Juturna warns the Daunian chicf 

Of Lauſusꝰ danger, urging ſwift relief. 

With his driv'n chariot he divides the crowd, 

And making to his friends, thus calls aloud ; 

Let none preſume his needleſs aid to join, 

Retire, and clcar the ficld, the fight is mine: 

To this right hand is Pallas only due: 

Oh were his father here my juſt revenge to view |! 

From the forbidden ſpace his men retir'd ; 

Pallas, their awe, and his ſtern words, admir'd: 

Survey'd him o'er and o'er with wond'ring ſight, 

Struck with his haughty mien, and tow'ring height. 

Then to the king : Your empty vaunts forbear ; 

Succeſs I hope, and fate I cannot fear. 

Alive, or dead, I ſhall deſerve a name: 

Jove is impartial, and to both the ſame. 
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He ſaid, and to the void advanc'd his pace; 
Pale horror ſat on cach Arcadian face. 
Then Turnus, from his chariot leaping light, 
Addrefs'd himſclf on foot to ſingle fight. 
And as a lion, when he ſpics from fur 
A bull that ſeems to meditate the war, 
Bending his neck, and ſpurning back the ſand, 
Runs rozring downward from his hilly ſtand 3 
Imagine eager Turnus not more flow, 
To rufh from high on his unequal foe. 

Youvrg Pallas, when he ſaw the chief advance 
Within due diſtance of his flying lance, 
Prepares to charge him firſt: reſolv'd to try 
If fortune wou'd his want of force ſupply. 
And thus to heav'n and Hercules addreſs d. 
Alcides, once on earth Evander's gueſt, 
His ſon adjures you by thoſe holy rites, 
That hoſpitable board, thoſe genial nights; 
Aſſiſt my great attempt to gain this prize, 
And let proud Turnvs view, with dying eyes, 
His raviſh'd ſpoils. *Twas heard, the vain requeſt; 
Alcides mourn'd; and ſtifled f:ghs within his breaſt, 
Then Jove, to ſooth his ſorrow, thus began, 0 
Short bounds of life are ſet to mortal man: 
Tis virtue's work alone to ſtretch the narrow ſpan. b) | 
So many ſons of gods in bloody fight, 
Around the walls of Troy, have loſt the light : 
My own Sarpedon fell beneath his foe, 
Nor I, his mighty fre, cou'd ward the blow, 
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Ev'n Turnus ſhortly ſtall reſign his breath; 
And ſtands already on the verge of death. 
This ſaid, the god permits the fatal fight, 
But from the Latian fields averts his ſight. 

Now with full force his ſpear young Pallas threw; 
And having thrown, his ſtining fauchion drew: 
The ſleel juſt graz'd along the ſhoulder joint, 
And mark'd it ſlightly with the glancing point. 
Fierce Turnvs firſt to nearer diſtance drew, 

And poiz'd his pointed ſpear before he threw : 
Then, as the winged weapon whizz'd along, 

See now, ſaid he, whoſe arm is better ſtrung. 
The ſpear kept on the fatal courſe, unſtay'd 

By plates of ir'n, which o'cr the ſhield were laid: 
Thro' folded braſs and tough bull-hides it paſe'd, 
His corſlet pierc'd, and reach'd his heart at laſt. 
In vain the youth tugs at the broken wood, 

The ſoul comes iſſuing with the vital blood: 

He falls; his arms upon his body ſound ; | 
And with his bloody teeth he bites the ground. 

Turnus beſtrode the corps: Arcadians hear, 

Said hez my meſſage to your maſter bear : 

Such as the fire deſery'd, the ſon I ſend: 

It coſts him dear to be the Phrygiansꝰ friend. 
The lifeleſs body, tell him, I beſtow 

Unaſk'd, to reſt his wand ring ghoſt below. 

He ſaid, and trampled down with all the force 
Of his left foot, and ſpurn'd the wretched corſe : 
Then ſnatcl''s he ſhining belt, with gold inlaid ; 
The belt Eurytion's artful hands had made: 
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V here fifty fatal brides, expreſs'd to fight, Þ 
All, in the compaſs of one mournful night, 
Depriv'd their bridegroom of returning light. 5 
In an ill hour inſulting Turnus tore 
Thoſe golden ſpoils, and in a worſe he wore, 
O mortals! blind in fate, who never know 
To bear high fortune, or endure the low ! 
The time ſhall come, when Turnus, but in vain, 
Shall wiſh untouch'd the trophies of the ſlain: 
Shall wiſh the fatal belt were far away 
And curſe the dire remembrance of the day. 
The fad Arcadians, from th' unhappy field, 
Bear back the breathleſs body on a ſhield. 
O grace and grief of war! at once reſtor'd 
With praiſes to thy fire, at once deplor'd. 
One day firſt ſent thee to the fighting field, 
Bc held u hole heaps of foes in battle kill'd; Q 
One day beheld thee dead, and born upon thy ſhield. d 
This diſmal news, not from uncertain fame, 
But fad ſpectators, to the hero came: 
lis friends upon the brink. of ruin ſtand, 
Unleſs reliev'd by his victorious hand. 
He whirls his (word around, without delay, 
And hews thro? adverſe focs an ample way; 
To find fierce Turnus, of his conqueſt proud : 
Evander, Pallas, al! that friendſhip ow'd 
To large deſerts, are preſent to his eyes; 
His plighted hand, and hoſpitable ties. 
Four ſons of Sulmo, four whom Ufens bred. 
Ile took in fight, and by ing victims led, 


I 44 VIRGIL's B. X. v. 723. 


To pleaſe the ghoſt of Pallas; and expire 

In ſacrifice, before his fun'ral fire. 

At Magus next he threw: he ſloopꝰd below 

The flying ſpear, and ſhunn'd the promis'd blow. 

Then creeping, claſp'd the hero's knees, and pray'd: 

By young lulus, by thy father's ſhade, 

O ſpare my life, and ſend me back to ſee 

My longing fire, and tender progeny. 

A lofty houſe I have, and wealth untold, 

In ſilver ingots, and in bars of gold: 

All theſe, and ſums beſides, which ſee no day, 

'The ranſom of this one poor life ſhall pay. 

If I ſurvive, ſhall Troy the leſs prevail? 

A ſingle ſouls too light to turn the ſcale. 

He ſaid. The hero ſternly thus reply'd: 

Thy bars and ingots, and the ſums beſide, 

Leave for thy children's lot. Thy Turnus broke 

All rules of war, by one relentleſs ſtroke, 

When Pallas fell: fo deems, nor deems alone, 

My father's ſhadow, but my living ſon. 

Thus having ſaid, of kind remorſe bereft, 

He ſeiz'd his helm, and dragg'd him with his left: 

Then with his right hand, while his neck he wreath'd, 

Up to the hilts his ſhining fauchion ſheath'd. 
Apollo's prieſt, Hzmonides, was near, 

His holy fillets on his front appear; 

Glutring in arms he ſhone amidſt the croud; 

Much of his god, more of his purple proud: 

Him the fierce Trojan follow'd thro? the ficld, 

Ide holy coward fell: and, forc'd to yield, 
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Sent bim an off'ring to the ſhaces below. 
His arms Sereſthus on bis ſl,oulders bears, 
Deſign'd a trophy to the god of wars. 

Vulcanian Cæculus renew s the fight; 
And Umbro, born upon the mountain's height. 
The champion cheers his troops encounter thoſe; 
And ſecks revenge himſelf on other foes. 
At Anxur's ſhield he drove, and at the blow, 
Both ſhield and arm to ground together go. 
Anxur had boaſted much of magic charms, 
And thought he wore impenetrable arms; 
So made by mutter'd ſpells: and from the ſpheres 
Had life ſecur d in vain for length of years. 
Then Tarquitus the field in triumph trod; 
A nymph his motl. er, and his fire a god. 
Fxulting in bright arms he braves the prince; 
With his protended lance he makes defence: 
Bears back his feeble foc ; then preſſing on, 
Arreſts his better hand, and drags him down : 
Stands o'er the proſtrate wretch, and as he lay, 
Vain tales inventing, and prepar'd to pray, 
Mows off his head; the trunk a moment ſtood, 
Then ſunk, and roll'd along the ſand in blood. 

The vengeful victor thus upbraids the ſlain 
Lie there, proud man, unpity'd on the plain: 
Lie there, inglorives, and without a tomb, 
Far from thy mother, and thy native home: 
Expos'd to ſavage beaſts, and birds of prey; 
Gr thrown fur ſcod to monſters of the fea. 

V »L. Ut. ©. 
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On Lycas and Antæus next he ran, 
Two chiefs of Turnus, end who led his van. 
They fled for fear; with theſe he chas'd along, 
Camers the yellow-lock'd, and Numa ſtrong, 8 
Both great in arms, and both were fair and young: 
Camers was ſon to Volſcens lately ſlain; 
In wealth ſurpaſſing all the Latian train, 6 
And in Amycla fix'd his filent eaſy reign. 

And as Xgeon, when with heav'n he ſtrove, 
Stood oppolite in arms to mighty Jove 3 
Mov'd all his hundred hands, provok'd the war, 
Defy'd the forky lightning from-afar: 
At fifty mouths his flaming breath expires, 
And flaſh for flaſh returns, and fires for fires : 
In his right hend as many ſwords he wields, 
And takes the thunder on as many ſhields : 
With ſtrength like his the Trojan hero ſtood, 
And ſoon the fields with falling corps were bac 
J hen once his fauchion found the taſte of blood. 

With fury ſcarce to be conceiv'd, he flew 
Againſt Niphæus, whom four courſers drew. 
Tl.cy, when they ſee the fiery chief advance, 
And puſhing at their cheſts his pointed lance 
WheePd with ſo ſwift a motion, mad with fear, 
They threw their maſter headlong from the chair : 
They ſtare, they ſtart, nor ſtop their courſe, before 
They bear the bounding chariot to the ſhore. 

Now Lucagus and Liger ſcour the plains, 2 
With two white ſeeds, but Liger holds the reins, 
Aud Lucagus the lofty ſeat maintains. 5 
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Bold brethren both, the former wav'd in air 

His flaming ſword ; Aneas couch'd his ſpear, 

Unus'd to threats, and more unus'd to fear. 

Then Liger thus. Thy confidence is vain, 

To 'ſcape from hence, as from the Trojan plain: 

Nor theſe the ſteeds which Diomede beſtrode, 

Nor this the chariot where Achilles rode: 

Nor Venus? veil is here, nor Neptune's ſhic!d: 

Thy fatal hour is come, and this the field. 

Thus Liger vainly vaunts: the Trojan peer 

Return'd his anſwer with his fly ing ſpear. 

As Lucagus to laſh his horſes bends, 

Prone to the wheels, and his left ſoot protends, 

Prepar'd for fight, the fatal dart arrives, 

And thro? the border of his buckler drives; 

Paſs'd thro? and pierc'd his groin; the deadly wound, 

Caſt from his chariot, rolPd him on the ground. 

Whom thus the chief upbraids with ſcornſul ſpite : 

Blame not the flowne(s of your ſeeds in flight; 

Vain ſhadows did not force their ſwift retreat; 

But you yourſelf forſake your empty (cat. 

He faid, and ſeiz d at once the looſen'd rein, 

(For Liger lay already on che plain, 

By the ſame ſhock), then ſtretching out his hands, 

The recreant thus his wretched life demands. 

Now by thyſelf, O more than mortal man! 

By her and him from whum thy breath began, 

Who form'd thee thus divine, I beg thee ſpare 

This forſcit life, and hear thy ſuppliznt's pray'r. 
N 2 
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Thus much he ſpoke, and more he wou'd have ſaid, 
But the ſtern hero turn'd aſide his head, 

And cut him ſhort. I hear another man, 

You talk'd not thus before the fight began : 

Now take your turn; and, as a brother ſhou'd, 
Attend your brother to the Sty gian flood : 

Then thro? his breaſt his fatal ſword he ſent, 

And the ſoul iſſu'd at the gaping vent. 

As ſtorms the ſkies, and torrents tear the ground, 
Thus rag'd the prince, and ſcatter'd deaths around? 
At length Aſcanius, and the Trojan train, 

Broke from the camp, ſo long beſieg'd in vain. 
Meantime the king of gods and mortal man, 
Held conf*rence with his queen, and thus began: 
My fiſter-goddeſs, and well-pleafing wife, 

Still think you Venus” aid ſupports the ſtrife ; 
Suſtains her Trojans, or themſelves alone, 

With inborn valour force their fortune on? 

How fierce in fight, with courage undecay'd ? 
Judge if ſuch warriors want immortal aid. 

To whom the goddeſs with the charming eyes, 
Soft in her tone, ſubmiſſively replies. 

Why, O my ſov'reign lord, whoſe frown I fear, 
Ard cannot, unconcern'd, your anger bear; 
Why urge yon thus my grief? when, if 1 fill 
(As once 1 was) were miſtrefs of your will, 

From your almighty pow'r, your pleaſing wife 
Might gain the grace of length'ning Turnus' life + 
Securely ſnatch him from the fatal fight, 

Aad give him ꝛ0 his 2ged Father's {.ght. 
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Now let him periſh, ſince you hold it good, 
And glut the Trojans with his pious blood. 
Yet from our lineage he derives his name, 
And in the fourth degree from good Pilumnus came! 
Yet he devoutly pays you rites divine, 
And offers daily incenſe at your ſhrine. 
Then ſhortly thus the ſoy'reign god reply'd; 
Since in my pow'r and goodneſs you confide; 
If for a little ſpace, a lengthen'd ſpan, 
You beg repricve for this expiring man : 
J grant you leave to take your Turnus hence, 
From inſtant fate, and can ſo far diſpenſe. 
But if ſome ſecret meaning lies beneath, 
To fave the ſhort-liv'd youth from deſtin'd death: 
Or if a farther thought you entertain, 
To change the fates; you feed your hopes in vain. 
To whom the goddeſs thus, with weeping eyes. 
And what if that requeſt your tongue denies, 
Your heart ſhou'd grant? and not a ſhort reprieve, 
But length of certain life to Turnus give. 
Now ſpeedy death attends the guiltleſs youth, 
If my preſaging ſoul divines with truth. 
Which, O! I wiſh might err thro? cauſeleſs fears, 
And you (for you have pow'r) prolong his years. 
Thus having ſaid, involv'd in clouds, ſhe flies, 
And drives a ſtorm before her thro? the ſkics, 
Swift ſhe deſcends, alighting on the plair, 
Where the fierce foes a dubious fight maintain. 
Of air condens'd, a ſpectre ſoon ſhe made, 
And what Zncas was, ſuch ſeem'd the ſhade. 
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Adorn'd witl. Dardan arms, the phantom bore 
Ilis head aloft, a plumy creſt he wore: 

Tl:is hand appear'd a ſhining Frord to wicld, 

And that ſuſtain'd an imitated ſtield : 

With manly mien he ſtalk'd along the grovrd g 
Nor wanted voice bely'd, ror vaunting ſound. 
(Thus haunting ghoſts appear to waking ſight, 

Or dreadful viſions in our dreams by night). 

The ſpectre ſeems the Daunĩan chief to dare; 
And flouriſhes his empty ſword in sir: 

At this alvarcing Tutrus huri'd his ſpear ; 

The phantom whecel'd, and ſeendd to fiy for fear, 
Deluded Turnus thought the Trojan fird, 

And with vain hopes his havghty fancy fed. 
Whither, O coward, (thus he calls aloud, 

Nor found he ſpoke to wind, and ches'd a cloud), 
Why thus forſake your bride! Receive from me 
The fated land you ſovght fo lorg by ſea. 

He ſid, and brandithing at once his blade, 

With eager pace purſu'd the flying ſhade, 

By chance a ſhip was faſten'd to the ſhore, 

V hich from old Cluſium king Oſinus bore : 

The plank was ready laid for ſafe aſcent; 

For ſhelter there the trembling ſkadow bent: c 
And ſkipp'd, and ill ulkꝰd, and under hatches went. 
Fxulting Turrus, with regardleſs haſte, 
Aſcends the plank, ard to the galley paſs'd : 
Scare e had he reach'd the prow, Saturnia's hand 
The haulſers cuts, and ſhoots the ſhip from land. 
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With wind in poop, the veſſel plovghs the ſea, 

And meaſures back with ſpeed her former way: 

Meantime Aneas ſeeks his abſent foe, 

And ſends his flaughter'd troops to ſhades below. 
The guilefv] phantom now furſook the ſhrowd, 

And flew ſublime, and vaniſh'd in a cloud. 

Too late young Turnus the deluſion found, 

Far on the ſea, ſtill making from the ground. 

Then thankleſs for a life redeem'd by ſhame ; | 

With ſ:-nſe of honour ſtung, and forfeit fame; i 

Fearleſs beſides of what in fight had paſs'd, l 

His hands, and haggard eyes to heav*n he caſt. 

O Jove ! he cry'd, for what offence have 1 

Deſerv'd to bear this endleſs infamy ? 

Whence am I forc'd, and whither am I borne, 

How, and with what reproach ſhall I return? 

Shall ever I behold the Latian plain, 

Or ſce Laurentum's lofty tow'rs again? 

Vhat will they ſay of their deſerting chicfſ? 

The war urs mine, I fy from their relief: 

I led to laughter, and in ſlaughter leave; 

And ev'n from hence their dying groan's receive. 

Here, over-metch'd in fight, in heaps they lie, 

There, fcatter'd o'er the fields, ignobly fly. 

Gape wide, O earth! znd draw me down alive, 


Or, oh ye pitying winds, a wretch relieve; 
On ſands or ſhelves the ſplitting veſſel drive: 
Or ſet me ſhipwreck'd on ſome defart ſhore, 
Vhere no Rutulian eyes may ſee me more: 
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Urknown to friends, or foes, or conſcious fame, 

Leſt ſhe ſhould follow, and my flight proclaim. 
Thus Turnus rav'd, and various fates revoly'd, 

The choice was doubtful, but the death reſolv'd. 

And now the ſword, and now the ſea took place: 

That to revenge, and this to purge diſgrace. 

Sometimes he thought to ſwim the ſtormy main, 

By ſtretch of arms the diſtant ſhore to gain: 

Thrice he the ſword aſſay'd, and-thrice the flood; 

But Juno, mov'd with pity, both withſtood : 

And thrice reprefs'd his rage: ſtrong gales ſupply d, 

And puſh'd the veſſel o'er the ſwelling tide. 

At length ſhe lands him on his native ſhores, 

And to his father', longing arms reſtores. 
Meantime, by Jove's impulſe, Mezentius arm'd, 

Succeeding Turnus, with his ardor warm'd 

His ſainting friends, reproach'd their ſhameful flight, 

Repell'd the victors, and renew'd the fight. 

Againſt their king the Tuſcan troops conſpire, 

Such is their hate, and ſuch their fierce deſire 

Of wiſh'd revenge: on him, and him alone, 

All hands employ'd, and all their darts are thrown. 

He, like a folid rock by ſeas inclos'd, 

To r:gir.g winds and roaring waves oppes'd ; 

From his proud ſummit looking down, diſdains 

Their empty menace, and uumov'd remains. 
Bercath his feet fell havghty Hebrus dead, 

Then Latagus; and Palmus, as he fled: 

At Latagus a weighty ſtore he flung, 

His face was flatted, and his helmet rung. 
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But Pa\mus from behind receives his wound, 
Hamſtring'd he falls, and provels on the ground: 
His creſt and armour from his body torn, 

Thy ſhoulders, Lauſus, and thy head adorn. 
Evas and Mymas, both of Troy, he flew, 
Mymas his birth ſrom fair Theano drew: 

Born on that fatal richt, when, big with fire, 
The queen produc'd young Paris to his fire. 

But Paris in the Phrygian fields was lain, 
Unthinking Mymas on the Latian plain. 

And as a ſavage boar on mountains bred, 
Wich foreſt maſt, and fatt'ning marſhes fed; 
When once he ſecs himſelf in toils inclos'd, 

By huntſmen and their eager hounds oppos'd : 
He whets his tuſks, and turns, and dares the war : 
Th' invaders dart thcir jav'lins from afar ; 
All keep aloof, and ſaſely ſhout around, 
But none preſumes to give a nearer wound, 
He frets and froths, eres his briſtled hide, 
And ſhakes a grove of lances from his fide : 
Not otherwiſe the troops, w:th hate infpir'd, 
And juſt revenge, againſt the tyrant fir'd ; 
Their darts with clamour at a diſtance drive; 
And only kcep the languiſn'd war alive. 
From Coritus came Acron to the fight, 
Who left his ſpuuſe betioch'd, and unconſummate 
night. 
Mezentius ſees him thro” the ſquadrons ride, 
Proud of the purple favours of his bride, 
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Then, as a hungry lion, who bebolds 
A gameſome goat, who friſks about the ſolds : 
Or beamy ſtag that grazes on the plain : 
He runs, he roars, he ſhakes his riſing mane; 
He grin.:, and opens wide his greedy jaws, 
The pr-y lies panting vnderneath his paws; 
He fills his famiſh'd mew, his mouth runs o'er 
With unchew'd morſels, while he churns the gore: 
So proud Miezentius ruſhes on his focs, 
And firſt unhappy Acron overthrows : 
Stretch'd at his length, he ſpurns the ſwarthy ground, 
The lance beſmezr'd with blood, lies broken in the 
wound. | 

Then with diſdain the haughty victor view'd 
Orodes flying, nor the wretch purſu'd : 
Nor thought the daſtard's back deſery'd a wound, 
But running gain'd th' advantage of the ground. 
Then turning ſhort, he met him face to face, 
To give his victory the better grace. 
Orodes falls, in equal fight oppreſs'd: 
Mezentius fix*d his foot upon his breaſt, 
And reſted lance: and thus aloud he cries, 
Lo here the champion of my rebels lies. 
The fields around with Io Pzan ring, 
And pezls of ſhouts applaud the conqu'ring king. 
At tl:is the vanquiſh'd, with his dying breath, 
Thus faintly ſpoke, and propheſy'd in death: 
Nor thou, proud man, unpuniſh'd ſhalt remain; 
Like death attends thee on this fatal plain. 
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Then, ſourly ſmiling, thus the F ing reply'd, 

For what belongs to me, let Jove provide: 

But die thou firſt, whatever chance enſue; 

He ſaid, and from the wound the weapon drew: 

A hov'ring miſt came ſwimming o'er his ſ.ght, 

And ſeal'd his eyes in everlaſting night. 
By Cadicus, Aicathous was ſlain, 

S:crator laid Hydaſpcs on the plain: 

Orſes the ſtrong to greater ſtrength muſt yield: 

He, with Parthenius, were by Rapo kilPd. 

Then brave Meſſapus Ericetes flew, 8 

Who from Lycaon's blood his lineage drew. 

But from his headſtong horſe his fate he found, 

Who threw his maſter as he made a bound, 5 

The chief alighting, ſtuck him to the ground. 

Then Clonius Land to hand, on foot aſſails, 

The Trojan ſnks, and Neptune's ſon prevails. 
Agis the Lycian ſtepping forth with pride, 

To ſingle fight the boldeſt foe defy'd. 

Whom Tuſcan Valerus by force o'ercame, 

And not bely'd his mighty father's fame. 

Salius to death the great Antronius ſent, 

But the ſame fate the vitor underwent ; 

Slain by Nealces hand, well ſbill'd to throw 

The flying dart, and draw the far-deceiving bow. 
Thus equal deaths are dealt with equal chance; | 

By turns they quit their ground, by turns adyance: | 

Victors and varquiſh'd in the various field, 

Nor wholly overcome, nor wholly yield. ; 
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The gods from heav'n ſurvey the fatal ſtrife, 

And mourn the miſeries of human life. 

Above the reſt two goddeſſes appear 

Concern'd for each: here Venus, Juno there: 

Amidſt the crowd infernal Ate ſhakes 

Her ſcourge aloft, and creſt of hiſſing ſnakes. 
Once more the proud Mezentius with diſdain 

Brandiſh'd hi, ſpear, and ruſh'd into the plain: 

Where tow' ring in the midmoſt ranks he ſtood, 

Like tall Orion ſtalking o'er the flood: 

When with his brawny breaſt he cuts the waves, 

His ſhoulders ſcarce the topmoſt billow laves. 

Or like a mountain-aſh, whoſe roots are ſpread, 

Deep fix'd in earth, in clouds he hides his head. 
The Trojan prince beheld him from afar, 

And dauntleſs undertook the doubtful war. 

Collected in his ſtrength, and like a rock, 

Pois'd on his baſe, Mezentius flood the ſhock. 

He ſtood, end meaſuring firſt, with careful eyes, 

The ſpace his ſpear cou'd reach, aloud he cries ; 

My ftrong right hand, and ſword, aſſiſt my ſtroke; 

(Thoſe only gods Mezentius will invoke) ; 

His armour from the Trojan pirate torn, 

By my triumphant Lauſus ſhall be worn. 

He faid ; and with his utmoſt force he threw 

The maſſy ſpear, which, hiſſing as it few, 


Reach'd the celeſtial ſhield, that ſtopp'd the cours. 


But glancing thence, the yet unbroken ſore 
Took a new bent obliquely, and betwixt 
The fide and bowels fmt A gthores fix J. 
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Anthores had from Argos travell'd far, 
Alcides' friend, and b:.ther of the war: 
Till, tir'd with toils, fair Itzly he choſe, 
And in Evander's palace ſought repoſe: 
Now falling by another wound, his eyes 
He caſts to heav'n, on Argos thinks, and dies. 
The pious Trojan then his jav'lin ſent, 
The ſhield gave way: thro” treble plates it went 
Of ſolid braſs, of linen trebly roll'd, 
And three bull-hides which round the buckler roll'd. 
All theſe it paſs'd, reſiſtleſs in the courſe, 
Trenſpierc'd his thigh, and ſpent its dying force. 
The gaping wound guſh'd out a crimſon flood; 
The Trojan, glad with fight of hoſtile blood, 
His fauchion drew, to cloſer fight addreſs'd, 
And with new force his fainting foe oppreſs*d. 
His father's peril Lauſus view'd with gricf, 
He ſigh'd, he wept, he ran to his relief. 
And here, heroic youth, tis here I muſt 
To thy immortal memory be juſt; 
And ſing an act ſo noble and ſo new, 
Poſterity will ſcarce believe tis true. 
Pain'd with his wound, and uſeleſs for the fight, 
The father ſought to ſave himſelf by flight: 
Incumber'd, flow he dragg'd the ſpear along, 
Which pierc'd his thigh, and in his buckler hung. 
The pious youth, reſolv'd on death, below 
The lifted ſword ſprings forth to fæce the foe; 5 
Prote ts his parent, and prevents the blow. 
Vor. III. O 
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Shouts of applauſe ran ringing thro' the ficld, 
To ſce the fon the vangniſh” ; father ſhield : 
All fir'd with gen'rous indignation, ſtrive 
And with a form of darts at diſtance drive 
The Trojan chief; who, held at bay from far, 
On his Vulconian ſuield ſuſtain'd the war. 

As when thick hzil comes rattling in the wind, 
The ploughman, paſſenger, and lab'ring hind, 
For ſhelter to the neighb*ring covert fly; 
Or hous'd, or ſafe in hollow caverns ly : 
But that o'erbluwn, when keav'n above 'em ſmiles, 
turn to travel, and renew their tolls: 
das thus oer-uhelm'd on ev'ry ſide, 
ihe ftorm of darts, undaunted, did abide; 
And thus to Lauſus loud with friendly threat'ning 

cry'd: 

Why wilt thou rufh to certain death, and rage 
In raſh attempts, beyond thy tender age: 
Betray'd by pivus love? Nor thus forborne 
The youth deſiſts, but with inſulting ſcorn 
Provokes the ling'ring prince: whoſe patience tir'd, 
Gave place, and all his breaſt with fury fir'd. 
For now the fates prepar'd their ſlarpen'd ſkeers ; 
And lifted high the flaming ſword appears : 
Which fuil deſcending, with a frightful ſway, p 
Thro? (Field and corfict forc'd tht impetuous way, 
Ard bury'd deep in his fair boſom lay. 5 
The purple firearms thro? the thin armour Nrove, 
Ai dicnell' theembreoider's. coat his nather vove: 
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And life at lengtꝰ foriook his heaving heart, 
Loath from {o ſweet a manſion to depart. 

But when, with blood and paleneſo all Ger ſpread, 
The pions prince beheld young Lauſus dead; 
He gricy'd, he wept, the ſght an image brought 
Of his own filial love; à idly pleaſing thought. 
Then ſtretch'd his hand to hold him up, and ſaid, 
Poor hapleſs youth! what praiſes can be paid 
To love ſo great, to ſuch tranſcendent ſtore 
Of early worth, and ſure preſoge of more ! 
Accept whate*er AÆneas can afford, 

Untouch'd thy arms, untzken be thy ſword : 

And all that pleas'd thee living, till remain 

In violate, and ſacred to the lain. 

Thy body on thy parents I beſtow, 

To reſt thy ſoul, at leaſt if ſhadows know, 

Or have a ſenſe of human things below. 

There to thy fellou- ghoſts with glory tell, 

*Twas by the great Ancas' hand I fell. 

With this his diſtant friends he beckons near, 

Provokes their duty, and prevents their fear: 

Himſelf aſſiſts to lift him from the ground, 

With clotted locks, and blood that welPd from out 
the wound. 

Meantime his father, now no father, ſtood, 
And waſh'd his wounds by Tiber's yellow flood: 
Oppreſs'd with anguiſh, panting, and o*crſpent, 
His fainting limbs againſt an oak he leant. 

A bough his brazen helmet did ſuſiain, 
Ilis heavier arms lay ſcatter'd on the plain: 
O 2 | 
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A choſen train of youth around him ſtand, 
His drooping head was reſted on his hand: 
His griſly bcard his penſive boſom ſought, 
And all on Lauſus ran his reſtleſs thought. 
Careful, concern'd his danger to prevent, 
He much enquir'd, and many a meſſage ſent 
To warn him from the field : alas, in vain; 
Behold, his mournful followers bear him lain: 
O' er his broad ſhield ſtill guſh'd the yawning wound, 
And drew a bloody trail along the ground. 

Far off he heard their cries, far off divin'd 
The dire event with a foreboding mind. 
With duſt he ſprinkled firſt his hoary head, ? 
Then both his lifted hands to heay'n he ſpread ; 
Laſt the dear corps embracing, thus he ſaid. d) 
What joys, alas! cou'd this frail being give, 
That I have been ſo covetous to live ? 
To ſee my ſon, and ſuch a ſon, reſign 
His life a ranſom for preſerving mine? 
And am I then preſerv'd, and art thou loſt? 
How much too dear has that redemption coſt ? 
"Tis now my bitter puniſhment I feel ; 
This is a wound too deep for time to heal. 
My guilt thy growing virtues did defame, 
My blackneſs blotted thy unblemiſh'd name. 
Chas'd from a throne, abandon'd, and exil'd, 
For foul miſdeeds, were puniſhments too mild: 
I owe my people theſe, and, from their hate, 
With leſs reſentment cou'd have burne my fate. 
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And yet I live, and yet ſuſtain the ſight 
Of hated man, and of more hated light: 
But will not long. With that he rais'd from ground 
His fainting limbs, that ſtagger'd with his wound. 
Yet with a mind reſolv'd, and unappal'd 
With pains or perils, for his courſer call'd : 
Well-mouth'd, welk-manag'd, whom himſelf did 
dreſs, 

With daily care, and mounted with ſucceſs ; 
Tis aid in arms, his ornament in peace. 

Soothing his courage with a gentle ſtroke, 
The ſteed ſeem'd ſenſible, while thus he ſpoke. 
O Rh#zbus, we have liv'd too long for me, 
(If life and long were terms that cou'd agree), 
This day thou either ſhalt bring back the head 
And bloody trophies of the Trojan dead; 
This day thou either ſhalt revenge my woe 
For murder'd Lauſus, on his cruel foc; 
Or if inexorable fate deny 
Our conqueſt, with thy conquer'd maſter die: 
For, after ſuch a lord, I reſt ſecure, 
Thou wilt no foreign reins or Trojan load cndure. 
He ſaid : and ſtraight th' officious courſer kneels 
To take his wonted weight. His hands he fills 
With pointed jav'lins: on his head he lac'd 
His glitt'ring helm, which terribly was grac'd 
With waving horſe-hair, nodding from afar, 
Then ſpurr'd his thund'ring ſteed amidſt the war, 
Love, anguith, wrath, and grief, to madneſs wroucht. 
De ſpuir, and ſecret ſhame, and conſcious thought 
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Of inborn worth, his lab' ring ſoul oppreſs'd, 
Roll'd in his eyes, and rag'd within his breaſt. 
Then loud he call'd Æneas thrice by name, 
The loud repeated voice to glad Æneas came. 
Great Jove, he ſaid, and the far-ſhooting god, 
Inſpire thy mind to make thy challenge good. 
He ſpoke no more, but haſten'd, void of fear, 
And threaten'd with his long-protended ſpear. 
To whom Mezentius thus. Thy vaunts are vainz 
My Lauſus lies extended on the plain: 
He's loſt! thy conqueſt is already won, 
The wretched firc is murder'd in the ſon. 


Nor fate I fear, but all the gods defy, ? 
Forbear thy threats, my bus'neſs is to dic; 
But fr reccive this parting legacy. 5 


He ſaid: and ſtraight a whirling dart he ſent; 
Another after, and another went. 

Round in a ſpacious ring he rides the ficld, þ 
And vainly plies th' impenetrable ſhield: 

Thrice rode he round, and thrice Eneas wheel'd, 5 
Turn'd as he turn'd; the golden orb withſtood 
The ſtrokes, and bore about an iron wood. 
Impatient of delay, and weary grown 

Still to defend, and to defend alone: 

To wrench the darts which in his buckler light, 
Urg'd, and o'erlabour'd in unequal fight: 

At length refulv'd, he throws with all his force, 
Full at the temples of the warrior horſe. 

Juſt where the ſiroke was aim'd, th' uncrring ſpear 
Made way, and ftcod transfix'd thro” either car. 
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Sciz'd with unwonted pain, ſurpris'd with fright, 
The wounded ſteed curvets; and, rais'd upright, 
Lights on his feet before : his hoofs behind 
Spring up in air aloft, and laſh the wind. 
Down comes the rider headlong from his height, 
His horſe came after with unwicldy weight: 
And flound'ring forward, pitching on his head, 
His lord's encumber'd ſhoulder overlaid. 
From either hoſt the mingled ſhouts, and cries, 
Of Trojans and Kutulians rend the ſkies : 
A neas haſt'ning, wav'd his fatal ſword 
High o'er his head, with this reproachful word, 
Now, where are now thy vaunts, the fierce diſdain 
Of proud Mezentius, and the lofty ſtrain? 
Struggling, and wildly ſtaring on the ſkies, | 
With ſcarce recover'd ſight, he thus replies. 
Why theſe inſulting words, this waſte of breath, | 
To ſouls undaunted, and ſecure of death. | 
Tis no diſhonour for the brave to die, 
Nor came I here with hope of victory: 
Nor aſk I life, nor fought with that deſign, 
As I had us'd my fortune, uſe thou thine. 
My dying fon contracted no ſuch band; 
The gift is hateful from the murd'rer's hand. 
For this, this only favour let me ſue, 
If pity can to conquer'd foes be due, 
Reſuſe it not; but let my body have 
The laſt retreat of human kind, a grave. 
Too well 1 know th inſulting people's hate ; 
Protect me from their vengeance aſter fate: 


2 


. 
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Aud lay my much-Jov'd Lavſus by my ſide: 

He ſaid, and to the ſword his throat apply'd. 

The crimſon ſtream diſtain'd his arms around, 

And the difdainful ſoul came ruſhing through the 


wound, 


This refuge for my poor remains provide, 2 
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THE ARGUMENT, 


NEAS erets a trophy of the ſpoils of Nezen- 

tiurg grants a truce for burying the dead; 
and ſenls home the by of Pallas with great ſolem- 
nity. Latinns calls a council to propoſe offers of 
prace tn /Enens, which occaſions great animoſity be- 
tnt Turnus an Drances : in the mean time there 
7s a ſoarp engagement of the horſe ; wherein Camilla 
hgi4lrzes herſelf; is killed; and the Latin troops 
ere entirely defeated. 
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THE ELEVENTH BOOK 


OF THE 


TJ 


8 ARC E had the roſy morning rais'd her head 
Above the waves, and left her watry bed 
The pious chief whom double cares attend, 

For his unbury'd ſoldiers and his friend 3 

Yet firſt to heav'n perform'd a victor's vows : 
He bar'd an ancient oak of all her boughs: 

Then on a riſing ground the trunk he plac'd ; 
Which with the ſpoils of his dead foe he grac'd. 
The coat of arms by proud NMezentius worn, 
Now on a naked ſhag in triumph borne, 

Was hung on high; and glitter'd from afar : 

A trophy ſacred to the god of war. 

Above his arms, fix'd on the leafleſs wood, 
Appear'd his plumy creſt, beſmear'd with blood; 
His brazen buckler on the left was ſeen ; 
Truncheons of ſhiver'd lances hung between : 
And on the right was plac'd his corflet, bor'd; 
And to the neck was ticd his unavailing ſword. 

A crowd of chic fs incloſe the godlike man: 
Why thus, conſpicuous in the midſt, began. 


— — 
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Our toils, my friends, are crown'd with ſure ſucceſs: 
The greater part perform'd, achieve the leſs. 
Now follow cheerful to the trembling town; 
Preſs but an entrance, and preſume it won. 
Fear is no more: for fierce Mezentius lies, 

As the firſt fruits of war, a ſacrifice. 

Turnus ſhall fall extended on the plain, 

And in this omen is already lain. 

Prepar'd in arms, purſue your happy chance; 
That none unwarn'd may plead his ignorance : 
And I, at heav'n's appointed hour, may find 
Your warlike enſigns waving in the wind. 
Meantime the rites and fun'ra] pomps prepare, 


Due to your dead companions of the war: 


The laſt re ſpect the living can beſtow, 

To ſhicld their ſhadows from contempt below. 
That conquer'd earth be theirs for which they fought; 
And which for us with their own blood they bought. 
But firſt the corps of our unhappy friend, 

To the ſad city of Evander ſend: 

Who, not inglorious, in his age's bloom 

Was hurry'd hence by too ſevere a doom. 

Thus, weeping while he ſpoke, he took his way, 
Where, new in death, lamented Pallas lay : 
Acztes watch'd the corps; whoſe youth deſerv'd 
The father's truſt, and now the ſon he ſery'd 
With equal faich, but leſs auſpicious care: 

TH attendants of the fl: in his ſorrows ſhare. 
A troop of Trojans mix'd with theſe appear, 


And mourning matrons with diſheye!]'d hair. 


» * 
* 
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Soon as the prince :ppears, they raiſe a cry; 
All beat their breafſ's, and echoes rend the ſky. 
They rcar his drooping forchead from the ground; 
But u hen Fneas view'd the griſly wound 
Which Pallas in his manly boſom bore, 
And the fair fleſh diſtain'd with purple gore: 
Firſt, melting into tears, the pious man 
Deplor'd fo ſad a fight, then thus began. 
Unhappy youth! when fortune gave the reſt 
Of my full wiſhes, ſhe refus'd the beſt! 
She came; but brought not thee along, to bleſs 
My longing eyes, and ſhare in my ſucceſs : 
She grudg'd thy ſafe return, the triumphs due 
To profp'rous valour, in the public view. 
Not thus J promis'd, when thy father lent 
Thy ncedleſs ſuccour with a fad conſent 
Embrac'd me parting for th' Etrurian land, 
And ſent me to poſſeſs a large command. 
He warn'd, and from his own experience told, 
Our foes were warlike, diſciplin'd, and bold: 
And now perhaps, in hopes of thy return, 
Rich odours on his loaded altars burn; | 
While we, with vain officious pomp, prepare 
To ſend him back his portion of the war; 
A bloody breathleſs body: which can owe 
No farther debt, but to the pow'rs below. 
The wretched father, ere his race is run, 
Shall view the fun'ral honours of his ſon. 
Theſe are my triumphs of the Latian war 
Fruits of my plighted faith, and boaſted care. 
Vos. III. P 
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And yet, roharpy Cre, thou ſhalt not ſee 
A ſon whoſe death diſgr:c'd his anceſtry ; 
Thou ſhalt not bluſh, old mar, however griev'd: 
Thy Pallas no diſtoneft wound receiy'd. 
He died no death to mike thee with, too late, 
Thou hadſt not I:y'd to ſee his ſhameful fate. 
But what a champion has th? Auſonian coaſt, 
And what a friend haſt thou, Aſcanius, loſt ! 

Thus having mourn'd, he gave the word around, 
To raiſe the breathleſs body from the ground 
And choſe a thouſand horſe, the flow'r of all 
His warlike tro-ps, to wait the funeral: 
To bear him beck, and (hare Evander”s grief: 
(A wel!-becoming, but à weak relief). 
Of v.Iikcn twigs they tv iſt an eaſy bier; 
Then on their ſhoulders the fad burden rear. 
The body on this rural herſe is borne, 
Strew*'d leaves and fun'ral greens the bier acorn. 
All pale he lies, and louks a lovely flour, 
New cropt by virgin hands, tc dreſs the bow'r: 
| Unfaled yet, but yet uufcd below, 
Ne more to mother earth or the green ſtem ſhall owe. 
Then two fair veſte, of vent'rous work and coſt, 
Of purple woven, ud with gold emboſs'd, 
For ornament the Tren hero brought, 
Which with her bends Sidonian Dido wrought. 
One veſt array'd the corrs, and one they ſpread 
Oer hi; clos'd eves, ard wrepp'd around his head: 
That when the yellow hair in flame ſhou'd Fill, 
The c2tcl;ing fire might burn che golden caul. 
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Beſides, the ſpoils of foes in battle ſlain, 
When he deſcended on the Latian plain: 
Arms, trappinps, hor ſes, by the herſe are led 
In long array, (h' achievements of the dead), 
Then, pinion'd with their hands behind, appear 
Th' unhappy captives, Marching in the rear: 
Appointed off“ ring, in the victor's name, 
To frinkle with their blood the fur'ral flame. 
Inferior trophies by the chicfs are berue ; 
Gavntlets and helms their loaded hands adorn; 
And fair inſcriptions 6x'd, and titles read 
Of Latien icders conquer'd by the dead. 

Acœtes on his pupi!'s corys atton'!s, 
Vita feeble ſteps 3 ſupported by his friends : 
Paufing at ev'ry pace, in ſorrow drown'd, 
Betwixt their arms he ſinks upon the ground. 
Where grov'ling, while he lies in deep deſpair, 
He beats his breaſt, and rends his hoary Fair, 
The champion's chariot next is ſeen to roll, 
Beſmear'd with hoſtile blood, and honouraviy f.,ul. 
To cloſe the pomp, Athon, the fteed of Nate, 
Is led, the fur'rals of his lord to wait. 
Stripp'd of his trapriags, with a fallen pace 
He walks, and the big ters run rolling down Lis face, 
The lance of Pallas, and the crim fon creli, | 
Are borne behivd ; the vidto- ſeiz'd the reſt. 
The march begins: the rampets hoarſ-ly found ; 
The pikes and lances trail along the ground. 
Thus while the Trojan and Arcaiian horſe 
To Palianteon tow'rs dire heir courle, 

P 2 


— — 


172 VIKkGUIL's B. XI. v. 141. 


1:1 long proceſſion rank'd; the pious chief 

Stopp'd in the rear, and gave a vent to grief, 

The public care, he ſaid, which war attends, 

I iverts our preſent wors, at leaſt ſuſpends : 

Pexce with the mares of great Pallas dwell; 

Hail, holy relics, and a laſt ſarewel! 

lie ſail no more; but, inly though he mourn'd, 

keſtrain'd his tears, and to the camp return'd. 
Now ſuppliants, from Lavrentum ſent, demand 

A truce, with olive branches in their hand. 

 Obteſt his clemency, and from the plain 

Beg leave to draw the bodies of their ſlain. 

They plead, that none thoſe common rites deny 

To conquer'd focs, that in fair battle die. 

All cauſe of hate was ended in their death; 

Nor cou'd he war with bodies void of breath. 

A king, they hop'd, wou'd hear a king's requeſt: 

WV hoſe ſon he once was call'd, and once his gueſt. 
Their ſuit, which was too juſt to be deny'd, 

The hero grants, and farther thus reply'd: 

© Latian princes, how ſevere a fate 

in cauſeleſs quarrels has involv'd your ſtate | 

And arm'd againſt an unoffending man, 

Who ſought your friendſhip ere the war began. 

Yon beg a truce, which I would gladly give, 

Not only for the ſlain, but thoſe who live. 

came not hither but by heav'u's command, 

And ſent by fate to ſhare the Latian land. 

Nor wage I wars unjuſt, your king deny'd 


ly proficr'd friendſhip, and my promis'd bride, 


Ce EE 
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Left me for Turnus; Turnus then ſhould try 

His cauſe in arms, to conquer or to die. 

My right and his are in diſpute: the ſlain 

Fell without fault, our quarrel to maintain. 

In equal arms let us alone contend; 

And let him vanquiſh, u hom his fates befriend. 

Tnis is the way, ſo tell him, to poſſeſs 

The royal virgin, ard reſtore the pcace. 

Bear this my meſſage back ; with ample leave 

That your flain friends may ſun'ral rites receive. 
Thus having faid, th' ambaſſadors, amaz'd, 

Stood mute a white, and on each other gaz'd: 

Drances, their chief, who harbour'd in his breaſt 

Long hate to Turnus, as his foe proſcis'd, 

Broke ſilence firſt, and to the godlike man, 

With graceful action bowing, thus began. 
Auſpicions prince, in arris a mighty name. 

But yet whoſe actions far tranſcend your fume: 

Wou'd 1 your juſtice or your force c::prefs, 

Thought can bur equal, ard ell words are cs: 

Your anſwer we ſhall tharkfuily relate, 

And favours granted to the Latiar ſiate: 

If wiſi'd ſucecſs our labour ſhall attend, 

Think peace concluded, and the king your friend: 

Let Turnus leave the realm to vour command, 

And ſeek alliance in ſome other land: 

Build you the city which ycur fates align, 

We ſhall be proud in the great work to join, 

Thus Dranccs; end his words ſo well perſuade 

The reſt empower? d, that ſoon a truce is md. 
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Twelve days the term allow'd: and, during thoſe, 
Latians and Trojans, now no longer foes, 
Xix'd in the woods, for fun'ral piles prepare, 
To fell the timber, and forget the war. 
Loud axes thro? the groaning groves reſound : 
Oak, mountain-aſh, and poplar, ſpread the ground : 
Firs fall from high: and ſome the trunks receive 
In loaden wains, with wedges ſome they cleave. 
And now the fatal news by fame is blown 
©: hro? the ſhort circuit of th' Arcadian town, 
Of Pallas ſlain; by fame, which juſt before 
}'tz triumphs on diſtended pintons bore. 
F ulkiag from out the gate, the people ſand, 
uch with a fun'ral flambeau in his hand: 
WW Wildly they itare, diſtracted with amaze: 
"he fields are ligliten'd with a fiery blaze, 
hat caſt a ſullen ſplendor on their friends, 
he marching troop which their dead prince attends). 
noth parties mect: they raiſe a doleſul cry: 0 
ne matrons from the walls with ſhricks reply: 
And their miz'd mourning rends the vaulted ſky. 
e town is filPd with tumult and with tears, 


3:1] the loud clamours reach Evander's cats: 


! oroetful of his ſtate, he runs along, 

\ith a diſorder'd pace, and cleaves the throng + 
alls on the corps, and groaning there he lice, 
th tient grief, that ſpe:ks but at his eyes: 


„hort Eglis and ſobs fucceed : till furrow becks 
A paler, ail ut once ke weep) ud pes. 
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O Pallas! thou haſt faiPd thy plightcd word! 
'To fight with caution, not to tempt the ſword, 
I warn'd thee, but in vain; for well I knew 
What perils youthful ardour would purſue : 
That boiling blood would carry thee too far; 
Young as thou wert in dangers, raw to war! 

O curſt eſſay of arms, diſaſt'rous doom, 
Prelude of bloody fields, and fights to come 
Hard elements of inauſpicious war, 

Vain vous to heav'n, and vnavailing care! 
Thrice happy thou. dear partner of my bed, 
Whoſe holy ſoul the Oroke of fortune ficd : 
Preſcious of ills, and leaving me behind, 

To drink the dregs of life by fate aſſign'd. 
Beyond the goal of nature 1 have gone; 

My Pallas late ſet out, but reacl''d too ſoon. 
If, for my league againſt th? Auſoricu Nate, 
Amidſt their weopons I had found my fat», 
Deſerv'd from them), then I had been rcturn'd 
A breathleſs victor, ard my ſon had mouin'd. 
Yet will J not my T10jan friend upbraid, 

Nor grudge th? alliance I fo gladly made. 

'Twas not his fault my Pallas fell fo young, 
But my own crime for having liv'd too long. 
Yet, ſince the gods had deſtin'd him to die, 

At leaſt he led the way to victory: 

Tirſt ſor his friends he won the fatal ſhore, 

And ſeut whole kerds of Qanghter'd fors before: 
A de uh to grent too glorious to deplore. 
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| Nor will J add new honours to thy grave; 
Content with thoſe the Trojan hero gave. 
That ſun'ral pomp thy Phrygian friends deſign'd; 
In which the Tuſcan chiefs and army join'd : 
Great ſpoils and trophics gain'd by thee they»bear z 
Then let thy own achievements be thy ſhare. 
Ev'n thou, O Turnus, hadſt a trophy ſtood, 
Whoſe mighty trunk had better grac'd the wood, 
If Pallas had arriv'd, wich equal length 
Of years, to match thy bulk with equal ſtrength. 
But why, unhappy man, doſt thou detain 
Theſe troops to view the tears thou ſhe@ſt in vain! 
Go, friends, this meſſage to your lord relate; 
Tell hin., that if 1 bear my bitter fate, 
And after Paiizs” death live ling”ring on, 
'Tis to behold his vengeance for my ſon. 
I ſtay for Turnus; whoſe devoted head 
Is owing to the living nd the dead: 
My ſon and I expect it from his hand 
*Tis all that he can give, or we demard. 
Joy is no more: but I would gladly go, 
To greet my Pallas with ſuch news below. 

The morn had now diſpell'd the ſhades of night; | 
Reſtoring toils, when ſhe reſtor'd the light: 
The Tro0jmn king, and Tuan chief, command 
To raiſe the piles along the winding ſtrand: 
Their friends convey the dead to fun'ral fires; 
Black ſmouldꝰ ring ſmoke from the green wood 


expires; 
The light of heav'n is chok'd, and the new day 


retires. 
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Then thrice around the kindled piles they go; 
(For ancient cuſtom had ordain'd it ſo) ; 
Thrice horſe and foot about the fires are led, 
And thrice with loud laments they hail the dead. 
Tears trickling down their breaſis bedew the ground; 
And drums and trumpets mix their mournful ſound. 
Amid the blaze, their pious brethren throw 
The ſpoils, in battle taken from the foe; 
Helms, bits emboſs'd, and ſwords of ſhining tel, 
One caſts a target, one a chariot-wheel : 
Some to their fellows their own arms reſtore; 
The fauchions which in luckleſs fight they bore : 
Their bucklers pierc'd, their darts beſtow'd in vain, 
And ſhiver'd lances gather'd from the plain, 
Whole herds of offer'd tulls about the fire, 
And briſtled boars, and wooly ſheep expire. 
Around the piles a careful troop attends, 
To watch the waſting flames, and weep their burning 
friends. 
Ling' ring along the ſhore, till dewy night 
New decks the face of heay'n with ſtarry light. 
The conquer'd Latians, with like pious care, 
Piles without number for their dead prepare; 
Part, in the places where they fell are laid; 
And part are to the neighb'ring fields convey'd. 
The corps of kings, and captains of renown, 
Borne of in ſtate, are bury'd in the town : 
The reſt, unhonour'd and without a name, 
Are caſt a common heap to feed the flame. 


178 


Trojans and Latians vie with like deſires 
To wake the field of battle ſhine with fires; Q 
And the promiſcuous blaze to heay'n aſpires. 

Ne had the morning thrice renew'd the light, 
And thrice diſpell' the ſhadows of the night; 
When thoſe xho round the waſted fires remain, 
Perform he laſt ſad office to the fluin : 

They rake the vet wirm alh-s from below; 
Thetfc, and the boaes unburr'd, in caith beſow? 
Thete reiics with their country rites they grace; 
And raiſe a monat of turf to mark the place. 

But, in the palare of the king, appears 
A ſcece more folemn, and a porrp of tears. 
Maids, avetrons. widows, mix their common moans: 
Orphans their ſires, and fires lawent their ſons. 

All in that univerſal ſorrow ſhare, 

And curſe the cauſe of t's urh«ppy war. 

A broken league, a bride unjuſtly ſought, 

A crown uſurp's, wh:ch with theic b.odd is bought! 
Thetc are the crimes, with which they oa) the name 
Or Turrus, and on him alone exclaim. 

Let him, ho lords it o'er th? Auſonian land, 
Engage'the Trojan hero hand t© hand: 

His is the gain, our lot is but tc ſerve : 

*Tis juſi, the way he ſceks he shed deſerve. 
This Oranges aggravatcs;z and adds, with ſpite, 
His foe expects, and dares him to the fight. 

Nor Turnus witty a party, to upport 

His c>uſe and credit, in the Latian court. 
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Vis former acts ſecure his preſent f:me; 
And the queen ſhades him with ker m'phty name. 

While thus their factious minds with fury burn 
The legates from th* tolian prince return : 

Sad news they bring, that, after all the cult 

And care employ'd, their embaſſy is loſt: 

71 hat Diomede refus'd his aid in war; 

Ur.mov'd with preſents, and as deaf to pray'r. 

Some new alliance mult elſeu here be ſought; 

Or peace with Troy on hard conditions bought. 

Latinus, ſunk in ſorrow, finds too late 

A foreign ſon is pointed out by fate: 

And ti!) Fneas ſhall Lavinia ved, 

The wr-th of heav'n is hov'ring o'er his head. 

The god:, he ſaw, eſpous'd the juſter fide, 

When late their titles in the field were try'd : 

Witneſs the freſh latacnts, and fun'ral tears un- 
dry'd. | 

Thus, ſull of anxious thought, he ſummons all 
The Latian ſenate to the council hall : 

The princes come, commended by their head, 
And crowd the puths that to the palace lead. 
Supreme in pov”r, and rey*renc'd for his years, 
He takes the thront, and in the midſt appears; 
Nlajeſtically ſad, he fits in ſtate, 

And bids his envoys their ſuccc {5 relate. 

When Venulus began, the murm'ring ſound 
Was huſh'd, and ſacred ſilence reign'd around. 
We have, ſaid he, perſorm'd your high command; 
And paſo'd with peril a long tract of land: 
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We reach' d the place defir'd z with wonder fill'd, 
The Grecian tents and riſing tow'rs beheld. 
Great Diomede has compals'd round with walls 
The city which Argyripa he calls; 

From his own Argos nam'd : we touch'd with joy 
The royal hand that raz'd unhsppy Troy. 

When introduc'd, our preſents firſt we bring, 
Then crave an inſtant audience from the king: 
His leave vbtain'd, our native ſoil we name; 
And tell th' important cauſe for which we came. 
Attentively he heard us, while we ſpoke; 

Then, with ſoft accents and a pleaſing look, 
Made this return. Auſonian race, of old 
Renown'd for peace, and for an age of gold, 
What madneſs has your alter'd minds poſſeſs'd, 
To change for war hereditary reſt? 

Solicit arms nnknown, and tempt the ſword? 

(A needleſs ill your anceſtors abhorr'd). 

We, (for myſelf I ſpeak, and all the name 

Of Grecians who to Troy's deſtruftion came); 
Omitting thoſe who were in battle ſlain, 

Or borne by rolling Simois to the main; 

Not one but ſuffer'd, and too dearly bought 

The prize of honour which in arms he ſought. 
Some doom'd to death, and ſome in exile driv'n, 
Outcaſts, abandon'd by the care of heav'n: 

So worn, ſo wretched, ſo deſpis'd a crew, 

As ev'n old Priam might with pity view. 
Witneſs the veſſels by Minerva tofs'd 

In ſtorms, the vengeful Caphirzen coaſt; 
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Th' Eubzan rocks: the prince, whoſe brother led 
Our armies to revenge his injur'd bed, 
In Egypt loſt; Ulyſſes, with his men, 
Have ſeen Charybdis, and the Cyclops” den : 
Why ſhould I name Idomeneus, in vain 2 
Reſtor'd to ſceptres, and expell'd again? 
Or young Achilles, by his rival flain? 5 
Ev'n he, the king of men, the foremoſt name 
Of all the Greeks, and moſt renown'd by fame, 
The proud revenger of another's wife, 
Yet by his own adult'reſs loſt his life: 
Fell at his threſhold, and the ſpoils of Troy 
The foul polluters of his bed enjoy. 
The gods have envy'd me the ſweets of life; 
My much-lov'd country, and my more-loy'd wife: 
Baniſh'd from both, I mourn ; while in the ſky, 
Transform'd to birds, my loſt companions fly: 
Hoy'ring about the coaſts they make their moan, 
And cuif the clids with pinions not their own. 
What ſqualid ſpectres, in the dead of night, 
Break my ſhort flecp, and ſkim before my ſight ! 
I might have promis'd to myſelf thoſe harms, 
Mad as I was, when I with mortal arms 
Preſum'd againſt immortal pow*rs to move, 
And violate with wounds the queen of love. 
Such arms this hand ſhall never more employ ; 
No bate remains with me to ruin'd Troy. 
1 war not with its duſt; nor am I glad 
To think of paſt events, or good or bad. 
Yor, III. 
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Your preſents I return: whate'er you bring 
To buy my friendſhip, ſend the Trojan king. 
We met in fight, I know him to my coſt; 
With what a whirling ſorce his lance he tofs'd : 
Heav'ns what a ſpring was in his arm, to throw! 
How high he held his ſhield, and roſe at ev'ry blow! 
Had Troy produc'd two more his match in might, 
They would have chang'd the fortune of the fight: 
Th' invaſion of the Greeks had been return'd : 
Our empire waſted, and our cities burn'd. 
The long defence the Trojan people made, 
The war protracted, and the ſiege delay'd, 
Were due to Hector's and this hero's hand ; 
Both brave alike, and equal in command: 
Ancas not inferior in the field, 
In pious rev'rence to the gods excell'd. 
Make peace, ye Latians, and avoid with care 
Th impending Cangers of a fatal war. 
He ſoid no more; but, with this cold excuſe, 
Refus'd th? alliance, and advis'd a truce. 

Thus Venulus concluded his report. 
A jarring murmur fill'd the factious court: 
As when a torrent rolls with rapid force, 
And daſhes o'er the Nones that ſtop the courſe; 
The flood, conſtrain'd within a ſcanty ſpace, 
Roars horrible along th” uncaſy race: 
White foam in gath'ring eddies floats around; 
The rocky ſhores rebellow to the ſound. 

The murmur ceas'd : then from his lofty throne 
The kirg invok'd the gods, and thus begun. 
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I with, ye Latins, what we now debate 

Had been refoly'd before it was too late: 

Much better had it been for you and me, 
Unforc'd by this our laſt neceſlity, 

To have been earlier wiſe; than now to call 

A council, when the foe ſurrounds the wall. 

O citizens ! we wage unequal war, 

With men, not only hcav'n's peculiar care, 
But heav*n's own race; unconquer'd in the field, 
Or conquer*d, yet unknowing how to yield. 
What hopes you had in Diomede lay doun; 
Our hopes muſt center on ourſelves alone. 

Yet thoſe how feeble, and indeed how vain, 
You ſee too well, nor need my words explain, 
Vanquiſh'd without reſource ; laid flat by fate, 
Factions within, a foc without the gate; 

Not but I grant, that all perform'd their parts 
With manly force, and with undaunted hearts: 
With our united ſtrength the war we wag'd ; 
With equal numbers, equal arms engag' d: 

You ſee thꝰ event Now hear what I propoſe, 
To ſave our friends, and ſatisfy our foes : 

A tract of land the Latians have poſſels'd 
Along the Tiber, ſtretching to the weſt, 

Which now Rutulians and Auruncans till ; 

And their mix'd cattle grazc the fruitful hill: 
Thoſe mountains fill'd with firs, that lower land, 
If you conſent, the Trojan ſhall command; 
Call'd into part of what is ours; and there, 
On terms agreed, the common country ſhare. 
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There let em build, and ſettle if they pleaſe ; 
Unleſs they chuſe once more to croſs the ſeas, 
In ſearch of ſeats remote from Italy; 
And from unwelcome inmates ſet us free. 
Then twice ten gallies let us build with ſpeed, 
Or twice as many more, if more they need; 
Materials are at hand: a well-grown wood 
Runs equal with the margin of the flood : 
Let them the number and the form aſlign ; 
The care and coſt of all the ſtores be mine. 
To treat the peace, a hundred ſenators 
Shall be commiſſion'd hence with ample pow'rs; 
With olive crown'd : the preſents they ſhall bear, 
A purple robe, a royal iv'ry chair; 0 
And all the marks of ſway that Latian monarchs 
wear; 

And ſums of gold. Among yourſelves debate 
This great affair, and ſave the ſinking ſtate. 

Then Drances took the word ; who grudg'd long 

ſince 

The riſing glories of the Daunian prince. 
Factious and rich, bold at the council- board, 
But cautious in the field, he ſhunn'd the ſword; 5 
A cloſe caballer, and tongve - valiant lord. 
Noble his mother was, and near the throne, 
But what his father's parentage, unknown. 
He roſe, and took th* advantage of the times, 
To load young Turnus with invidious crimes. 

Such truths, O king, ſaid he, your words contain, 
As ſtrike the ſenſe, and all replies are yaing 
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Nor are your loyal ſubjects now to ſeck 

What common needs require; but fear to ſpeak. 
Let him give leave of ſpeech, that haughty man, 
Whoſe pride this inauſpicious war began; 

For whoſe ambition (let me dare to ſay, 

Fear ſet apart, tho? death is in my way) 

The plains of Latium run with blood around; 

So many valiant heroes bite the ground: 

Dejected grief in ev'ry face appears; 

A town in mourning, and a land in tears. 

While he, th' undoubted author of our harms, 
The man who menaces the gods with arms, 

Yet, after all his boaſts, forſook the fight, 

And ſought his ſafety in ignoble flight. 

Now, beſt of kings, ſince you propoſe to ſend 
Such bounteous preſents to your Trojan friend; 
Add yet a greater at our joint requeſt, 

One which he values more than all the reſt; 
Give him the fair Lavinia for his bride : 
With that alliance let the league be ty'd; Q 
And for the bleeding land a laſting peace provide. 9 
Let inſolence no longer awe the throne, 
But with a father's right beſtow your own. 
For this maligner of the gen'ral good, 
If fill we fear his force, he muſt be wood: 
His haughty godhead we with pray'rs implore, 
Your ſceptre to releaſe, and our juſt righis reſtore. 
O curſed cauſe of all our ills, muſt we 
Wage wars unjuſt, and fall in fight for thee ! 
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What right haſt thou to rule the Latian ſlate, 
And ſend us out to meet our certain fate ? 

Tis a deſtructi ve war: from Turnus' haud 
Our peace and public ſafety we demand. 

Let the fir bride to the brave chief remain; 
If not, the peace without the pledge is vain. 
Turnus, I know yon think me not your friend, 
Nor will I much with your belief contend : 

I beg your greatneſs not to give the law 

In other realms, but, beaten, to withdraw. 
Pity your own, or pity our eſtate; 

Nor twiſt our fortunes with your fink.ng fate, 
Your int'reſi is the war ſhould never ceaſt; 

But we have felt enough to wiſh the pcace: 

A land exhauſted to the laſt remains, 
Depopulated towns and driven plains. 

Yet, if deſire of fame, and thirſt of pow'r, 

A beauteous pripceſs, with a crown in dow'r, 
So fire your mind; in arms aſſert your right, 
And meet your foe, who dares you to the fight. 
Mankind, it ſeems, is made for you alone; 

| Vee but the ſlaves who mount you to the throne : 
A baſe ignoble crowd, without a name; 
Unwept, unworthy of the fun'ral flame: 

By duty bound to forfeit each his life, 

That Turnus may poſſeſs a royal wife. 

Permit not, mighty man, ſo mean a crew 
Show'd ſhare ſuch triumphs; and detain from you 
The poſt of horour, your undoubted due: 
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Rather alone your matchleſs force employ, 
To merit what alone you muſt enjoy. 

Theſe words, ſo full of malice, mix'd with art, 
Inflam'd with rage the youthful hero's heart. 
Then groaning from the bottom of his breaſt, 
He heav'd for wind, and thus his wrath expreſs'd. 
You, Drances, never want a ſtream of words, 
Then, when the public need requires our ſwords. 
L irſt in the council-hall to ſteer the ſtate; 

And ever foremoſt in a tongue-debate, 

Vile our ſtrong walls ſecure us from the foe, 
J. re yet with blood our citches overflow: 

But let the potent orator declaim, 

And with the brand of roward blot my name; 
Free leave is gis*u him, when his fatal hand 
Has cover'd with more corps the ſunguine ſtrand; 
And high as mine his tow'ring trophies ſtand. 
If any doubt remains who dares the moſt, 

Let us decide it at the Trojans” coft : 

And iſſue both a-breaſt where honour calls; 
Foes are not far to ſeek without the walls: 
Unleſs his noiſy tongue can only fight; 

And feet were giv'n him but to ſpeed his fight. 
I beaten from the field ! 1 forc'd away ! 

Who, but ſo known a daſtard, dares to ſay ? 
Hzd he but ev'n bcheld the fight, his eyes 

Had witneſs'd for me what his tongue denies : 
What heaps of Trojans by this hand were flain, 
Aud bow de bloody Tiber ſwell'd the main. 
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All ſaw, but he, th' Arcadian troops retire, 
In ſcatter'd ſquadrons, and their prince expire. 
The giant brothers, in their camp, have found 
I was not fore'd with eaſe to quit my ground. 
Not ſuch the Trojans try'd me, when inclos'd 
I ſingly their united arms oppos'd: 
Firſt forc'd an entrance thro? their thick array, 
Then, glutted with their ſlaughter, freed my way. 
'Tis a deſtructive war? $0 let it be, | 
But to the Phrygian pirate and to thee. 
Meantime proceed to fill the people's ears 
With falſe reports, their minds with panic fears : 
Extol the ſtrength of a twice-conquer'd race, 
Our focs encourage, and our friends debaſe. 
Believe thy fables, and the Trojan town 
Triumphant ſtands, the Grecians are o'crthrown : 
Suppliant at Hector's feet Achilles lies; 
And Diomede from fierce Mneas flies. 
Say, rapid Aufidus, with :wful dread, 
Runs b:ckward ſrom the ſea, and hides his head, 
When the great Trojin on his bank appears ; 
For that's as true as thy diſſembled fears 
Of my revenge: diſmiſs that vanity, 
Thor, Drances, art below a death from me. 
Let that vile ſoul in that vile body reſt: 
Tae lodging is well worthy of the gueſt. 

Now, royal father, to the preſent ſtate 
Of our affairs, and of this high debate; 
If in your arms thus carly you diffide, 
And think your fortune is already try'd; 
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If one defeat has brought us down ſo low, 

As never more in fields to meet the foe; 

Then I conclude for peace : tis time to treat, 
And ly like vaſſals at the victor's feet. 

But oh, if any ancicnt blood remains, 

One drop of all our fathers in our vcins ; 

That man wov'd I preſer before the reſt, 

Who dar'd his death with an undaunted bre«ſt : 
Who comely fell by no diſhoneſt wound, 

To ſhun that fight; and dying gnaw'd the ground. 
But if we ſtill have freſh recruits in ſtore, 

If our confedꝰ rates can afford us more; 

If the contended ficld we bravely ſouglit; 

And not a bloodleſs victory was bought; 

Their loſſes equall'd ours; and for their lain, 
With cqual fires they ſill'd the ſhining plain; 
Why thus, unforc'd, ſhould we ſo tamely yield, 
And, ere the trumpet ſounds, reſign the field? 
Good unexpected, evils unforeſecn, 

Appear by turns, as fortune ſhifts the ſcene: 
Some, rais'd aloft, come tumbling down amain z 
Then fall ſo hard, they bound and riſe again. 

If Diomede refuſe his aid to lend, 

The great Meſſapus yet remains our friend: 
Tolumnius, who foretels events, is ours; 

THh' Italian chiefs and princes join their pow'rs : 
Nor leaſt in number, nor in name the laſt, 
Your own brave ſubjetts have our cauſe embrac'd. 
Above the reſt, the Volſcian Amazon 

Contains an army in herſelf aioue: 
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And heads a ſquadron terrible to fight, 
With glitt'ring ſuiel ds, in brazen armour bright. 
Yet if the foe a ſingle fight demand, 
And I alone the public peace withſtand ; 
If you conſent, he ſhall not be refus'd, 
Nor find a hand to victory unus'd. 
This new Achilles let him take the field, 
With tated armour and Vulcanian ſhicld; 
For you, my royal father, and my fame, 
I, Turnus, not the leaſt of all my name, 
Devote my foul. He calls me hand to hand, 
And J alone will anſwer his demand. 
Drances ſhall reſt ſecure, and neither ſhare 
The danger, nor divide the prize of war. 

While they debate, nor theſe nor thoſe will yield, 
AX ncas draws his forces to the field; 
And moves his camp. The ſcouts with flying ſpeed 
Return, and thro” the frighted city ſpread 
Th' unpleaſ ng news, the Trojans are deſcry'd 
In battle marching by the river's ſide; 
And bending to the town. They take th' alarm, 
Some tremble, ſome are bold, all in confuſion arm. 
Th' impetuous youth preſs forward to the field; 
They claſh the ſword, and clatter on the ſhield; 
The fearful matrons raiſe a ſcreaming cry; ? 
Old feeble men with fainter groans reply; 
A jarring ſound reſults, and mingles in the ſky. 5 
Like that of ſwans remurm' ring to the floods; 
Or birds of diff*ring kinds in hollow woods. 
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Turnus th” occaſion takes, and cries aloud, 

Talk on, ye quaint haranguers of the crowd; 
Declaim in praiſe of peace, when danger calls, 
And the fierce foes in arms approach the walls. 
He ſaid, and turning ſhort, with ſpeedy pace, 
Caſts back a ſcornful glance, and quits the place. 

Thou, Voluſus, the Volſcian troops command 
To mount; and lead thyſelf our Ardean band. 
Meſſapus, and Catillus, poſt your force 
Along the fields, to charge the Trojan horſe. 
Some guard the paſſes, others man the wall; 
Drawn vp in arms, the reſt attend my call. 

They ſwarm from ev'ry quarter of the town, 
And with diſorder'd haſte the rampires crown. 
Good old Latinus, when he ſaw, too late, 

The gath'ring ſtorm juſt breaking on the ſtate, 
Diſmiſs'd the council till a fitter time, 

And own'd his eaſy temper as his crime: 
Who, forc'd againſt his reaſon, had comply'd 
To break the treaty for the promis'd bride. 

Some help to ſink new trenches, others aid 
To ram the ſtones, or raiſe the paliſade. 

Hoarſe trumpets ſound th? alarm: around the walls 
Runs a diſtracted crew, whom their laſt labour calls. 
A ſad proceſſion in the ſtreets is ſeen, 

Of matrons that attend the mother-queen : 

High in her chair ſhe ſits, and at her ſide, 

With downcaſt eyes, appears the fatal bride. 

They mount the cliif where Pallas“ temple ſtands, 
Pray'rs in their mouths, and preſents in their hands, 
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Vith cenſers firſt they fume the ſacred ſhrine, 
Then in this common ſupplication join. 
O patroneſs of arms, unſpotted maid, 
Propitious hear, and lend thy Latins aid: 
Break ſhort the pirate's lance; pronounce his fate, 
And lay the Phrygian low before the gate. 
Now Turnus arms for fight: his back and breaſt 
Well-temper'd ſteel and ſcaly braſs inveſt : 
The cuiſhes, which his brawny thighs infold, 
Are mingled metal damaſk'd o'er with gold. 
His faithful fauchion ſits upon his fide, 
Nor caſque, nor creſt, his manly features hide: 
But bare to view amid ſurrounding friends, 
With godlike grace he from the tow'r deſcends. 
Exulting in his ſtrength, he ſeems to dare 
His abſent rival, and to promiſe war. 
Freed from his keepers, thus, with broken rcins, 
The wanton courſer prances o'er the plains; 
Or, in the pride of youth, o'erleaps the mounds ; 
And ſnuffs the females in forbidden grounds. 
Or ſeeks his wat' ring in the well-known flood, 
To quench his thirſt, and cool his fiery blood : 
He ſwims luxuriant in the liquid plain, 
And o'er his ſhoulder flows his waving mane: 
He neighs, he ſnorts, he bears his head on high 
Before his ample cheſt the frothy waters fly. 
Soon as the prince appears without the gate, 
The Volſcians and their virgin-leader wait 
His laſt commands. Then, with a graceful mien, 
Lights from ber lofty ſteed the warrior-gqueer:. : 
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Her ſquadron imitates, and each deſcends 

Whoſe common ſuit Camilla thus commends. 
If ſenſe of honour, if a foul ſecure 

Of inborn worth, that can all teſts endure, 

Can promiſe ought; or on itſelf rely, 

Greatly to dare, to conquer, or to dic; 

Then I alone, ſuſtain'd by theſe, will meet 

The Tyrrhene troops, and promiſe their defeat, 

Ours be the danger, ours the ſole renown 

You, gen'ral, ſtay bchind, and guard the town. 

Turnus a while ſtood mute, with glad ſurpriſe, 

And on the fierce virago fix'd his eyes: 

Then thus return'd: O grace of Italy, 

With what becoming thanks can I reply ! 

Not only words ly lab'ring in my breaſt, 

But thought itſelf is by thy praiſe oppreſs'd; 

Yet rob me not of all; but Jet me join 

My toils, my hazard, and my fame, with thine. 

The Trojan (not in ſtratagem unſbill'd) 

Sends his light horfe before to ſcour the field : 

Himſelf, thro” ſteep aſcents and thorny brakes, 

A larger compaſs to the city takes. 

This news my ſcouts confirmz and I prepare 

To foil his cunning, and his force to dare : 

With choſen foot his paſſage to forelay ; 

And place an ambulh in the winding way. 

Thou, with thy Volſcians, face the Tuſcan horſe : 

The brave Meſſapus ſhall thy troops enforce; 

With thoſe of Tibur; and the Latian band; 

Sudjected all to thy ſupreme command, 
Toi... :- R 
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This ſaid, he warns Meſſapus to the war: 
Then cv'ry chief exhorts, with equal care. 
All thus encour: gd, his own troops he joins, 
And haſtes to proſecute his deep defpns., 
Inclos'd with hilis a winding valley lies, 
By nature form'd for fraud, and fitted for ſurpriſe z 
A narrow track, by human ſteps untrode, 
Leads thro? perplexing thorns to this obſcure abode. 
High o'er the vale a ſteepy mountain ſtands z 
Whence the ſurveying fight the nether ground com- 
mends. 
The top is level: an offenſive ſeat 
Of war; and from the war a ſafe retreat. 
For, on the right ond left, is room to preſs 
Thc foes et hand, or from afar diſtreſs: 
To drive *em headlong downward and to pour 
On their deſcendirg backs a ſtony ſhowꝰr. 
TiYither young Turnus took the well krown way; 
Poi!:f*d the paſs, and in blind ambuſh lay. 
Alcartime, Latowen Phæœbe from the ſkies 
B:hc!d th' approaching war with hateful eyes, 
Ard c:!Pd the light- foot Opis to her aid, 
Her moſt-belov'd and ever trof.y maid. 
Then with a ſgh began: Camilla goes 
To meet her death amidſt her fatal foes. 
The nymph I lov'd of all my mortal trcin ; 
Inveſted with Diana's arms in vain. 
Nor is my kindneſs for the virgin new, 
Twas born with her, and with her years it grew: 
Her {other Metabus, when forc'd away 
From old Privernum, for tyrannic ſway z 
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Snatch d up, and Zv'd from his prevailing foes, 
This tender babe, companion of his woes. 
Caſmilla was her mother; but he drown'd 
One hiſſing letter in a ſofter ſound, 
And call'd Camilla. Thro? the woods he flics; 
Wrapt in his robe the royal infant lics. 
His foes in Gght, he mends his weary pace; 
Wich ſll outs and clamours they purſuc the chace. 
The banks of Ameſccne at length he gains; 
The raging flood his ſaither fight reitrains : Q 
Rais'd oer the borders with unuſual rains. 2 
Prepar' d to plunge into the ſtream, he fears; 
Not for himſelf, but for the charge he bears. 
Anxious, he ſtops a while, and thinks in haſics 
Then, deſp'rate in diſtreſs, reſolves at laſt. 
A knotty lance of well-boil'd oak he bore; 
The middle part with cork he cover'd o'er : 
He clos'd the child within the hollow ſpace 
With twigs of bending oſier bound the caſe. 
Then pois'd the ſpear, heavy with human weight; 
And thus invok'd my favour ſor the freight. 
Accept, great goddeſs of the woods, he ſaid, 
Sent by her fire, this dedicated maid : 
Thro? air ſhe flies a ſupp:izat to thy ſhrine ; 
And the firſt weapons thet ſhe knows are thine. 
He faid z and with full force the ſpear he threw; 
Above the ſcuading waves Camilla flew, 
3 ben, preſs'd by ſoes, he ſtenim'd the ſtormy tide z 
Aud gain'd, by ſtreſs of arms, the farther fide. 
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His faſten'd ſpear he pull'd from out the ground, 

And, victor of his vows, his infant nymph unbound, 

Nor, after that, in towns which walls incloſe 

Wou'd truſt his hunted life amidſt his foes. 

But rough, in open air he choſe to ly: 

Earth was his couch, his cov'ring was the fl. y. 

On hills unſhorn, or in a deſert den, 

He ſhunn' d the dire ſociety of men, 

A ſhepherd's ſolitary life he led: 

His daughter with the milk of mares he fed 

The dugs of bears, and ev'ry ſavage beaſt, 

He drew, and thro” her lips the liquor preſs'd. 

The little Amazon cou'd ſcarcely go, 

He loads her with a quiver and a bow: 

And, that ſhe might her ſtagg'ring ſteps command, 

He with a lender jay'lin fills her hand: 

Her flowing hair no golden fillet bound, 

Nor ſwept her trailing robe the duſty ground. 

Inſtead of theſe, a tiger's hide o erſpread 

Her back and ſhoulders, faſten'd to her head. 

The flying dart ſhe firſt attempts to fling ; 

And round her tender temples tofs'd the fling : 

Then, as her ſtrength with years increas'd, began 

To pierce aloft in air the ſoaring ſwan ; 

And from the clouds to fetch the heron and the 
crane. 

The Tuſcan matrons with each other vy'd, 

To blefs their rival ſons with ſech a bride ; 

But ſhe diſdains their love; to ſhare with me 

The ſilvan ſhades, and yow'd virginity. 
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And oh! I wiſh, contented with my cares 

Of ſavage ſpoils, ſhe had not ſought the wars : 
Then had ſhe been of my celeſtial train; 

And ſhunn'd the fate that dooms her to be lain. 
But ſince, oppoſing heay'n's decree, ſhe gocs, 
To find her death among forbidden foes ; 

Haſte with theſe arms, and take thy ſtecpy flight, 
Where, with the gods adverſe, the Latins fight: 
This bow to thee, this quiver I bequeath, 

This choſen arrow to revenge her death : 


By whate'er hand Camilla ſha!l be ſlain, ? 
Or of the Trojan, or Italian train, 
Let him not pass unpuniſh'd from the plain. 5 


Then, in a hollow cloud, myſelf will aid, 
To bear the breathleſs body of my maid: 
Unſpoil'd ſha!l be her arms, and unprofan'd 
Her holy limbs with any human hard: Q 
And in a marble tomb laid in her native land. 

She ſaid; the faithful nymph deſcends from high 2 
Vith rapid flight, and cuts the ſounding ky : 
Black clouds and ſtormy winds around her body fly. d) 

By this, the Trojan and the Tuſcan horſe, 
Drawn up in ſquadrons, with united force, 
Approach the walls; the ſprightly courſers bound; 
Preſs forward on their bits, and ſhift their ground: 
Shields, arms, and ſpears, flaſh horribly from far; 
And the fields glitter with a waving war. 
Oppos'd to theſe, come on with furious force 
Muſapus, Coras, and the Latian horſe; 

* 3 
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Theſe in the body plac'd ; on either hand 

Suſtain'd and clos'd by fair Camilla's band. 

Advancing in a line, they couch their ſpears ; 

And leſs and lets the middle ſpace appears. 

Thick ſmoke obſcures the field: and ſcarce are ſeen 

The ncighing courſers, and the ſhouting men. 

In diſtance of their darts they ſtop their courſe; 

Then man to man they ruſh, :nd horſe to horſe. 

The face of heav'n their i ing juvlins hide; 

And deaths unſecn are dealt on ether fide. 

FT yrrhenus and Acœtcus, void of fear, 

By mettled courſers borne in full career, 

Neet firſt oppos'd; and, with a mighty ſhock, 

Their horſes heads againſt cach other knock. 

Far from his ſteed is fierce Acceteus caſt ; 2 

As with an engine's force, or lightning's blaſt: 

He rolls along in blood, und breathes his laſt. 0 

Fhe Latin ſquadrons take a ſudden fright, 

And fling their ſhields behind, to fave their backs in 
flight. 

Spurring at ſpeed, to their own walls they drew ; 

Cloſe iu the rear the Tuſcan troops purſue : 

And urge their flight. Aſylas leads the chaſe ; 

Till, feiz'd with thame, they wheel about and fece. 

Receive their foes, and raiſe a threatning cry. 

Ihe Tuſcans take their turn to fear and fly. 

So ſwelling ſurges, with a thund'ring roar, 
Driv'n on each other's backs, inſult the ſhore; 
Bound o'er the rocks, encroach upon the lend, 
And far upon the beach cet the ſand, 
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Then backward u ith a ſwing they take their way, 

Re puls d from upper ground, and ſeek their mother ſea: 

With equal hurry quit th' invaded ſhore; 

And ſwallow back the ſand and ſtones they ſpew'd 

before. 

Twice were the Tuſcans maſter of the field, 

Twice by the Latins, in their turn, repell'd. 

Aſham'd at length, to the third charge they ran, 

Both hoſts reſolv'd, and mingled man to man: 

Now dying groens are heard, the fields are ſtrow'd 

With falling bodics, and are drunk with blood: 

Arms, horſcs, men, on heaps together ly, 

Confus'd the fight, and more confus'd the cry. 

Orhlochns, who curſt not preſs too near 

Strong Remulus, at diſtance drove his ſpear ; 5 

And fruck the ſteel beneath the horſe's ear. 

The fiery ſteed, impatient of the wound, 

Curvets, and ſpringing upward with a bound, 

His helpleſs lord caſt backward on the ground. 

Catillus picrc'd Iolas firf: ; then drew ? 

His recking lance, and at Herminius threw : 

The mighty champion of the Tuſcan crew. 5 

His neck and throat unarm'd, his head was bare, 

nut ſhaded with a length of yellow hair: 

Secure he fought, expos'd on ev'ry part, 

A ſpacious mark for ſwords, and for the flying dart: 

Acroſs the ſhoulders came the feather'd wound, 

Transfix'd, he fell, and doubled to the ground. 
The ſands with ſtre:ming blood are ſarguine dy*d; 

And death with honour ſought on cuher fide, 
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Reſiſtleſs thro” the war Camilla rode; 
In danger unappall'd, and pleas'd with blood. 
One fide was bare for her exerted breaſt; 
One ſhoulder with her painted quiver preſs'd. 
Now from afar her fatal jav'lins play; 
Now with her axe's edge the hews her way; 
Diana's arms upon her ſhoulder ſound; 2 
Ard u hen, too cloſely preſo'd, ſhe quits the ground, 
From her bent bow ſhe ſends a backward wound. 5 
Wer maids, in martial pomp, on either fide, 
Larina, Tulle, fierce "Carpeia ride; 
Italians ail: in peace, their queen's delight; 
In war, the bold companions of the fight. 
So mad the Thracian Amazons of old, 
Wh: n Thermodon with bloody billows rolPd ; 
Such troops as theſe in ſhining arms were ſeen, 
VWh-u Theſeus met in fight the maiden queen. 0 
Zuch to the field Pentheſilea led, 
From the fierce virgin when the Grecians fled : 
With ſuch return'd triumphant from the war; 
Her maids àith cries attend the lofty car: 
They clach wich manly force their moony ſhields; 
With female Touts reſound the Phrygian fields. | 
Who foremoſt, and who laſt, heroic maid, 
On the cold earth were by thy courage laid? 
Thy frer, of mountzin-aſh, Eumenius firſt, 
With fury driv'n, from fide to fide tranſpierc'd; 
A purrle ſtream cane ſpouting from the wound; 
Bath'd in his blood he lics, and bites the ground. 
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Lyris and Pegaſus at once ſhe ſlew; 

The former, as the flacken'd reins he drew 

Of his faint ſteed: the latter, as he ſtretch'd 

His arm to prop his friend, the jav'lin reach'd ; 
By the ſame weapon, ſent from the ſame hand, 
Both fall tog:ther, and both ſpurn the ſand. 
Amaſtrus next is added to the 1 in: 

The reſt in rout ſhe follows o'er the plain: 
Tereus, Harpalicus, Demophoon, 

And Chromys, at full ſpecd her fury ſhun. 

Of all her deadly darts not one ſhe Joſt; 

Each was attended with a Trojan ghoſt. 

Young Ornithus beſtrode a hunter ſteed, 

Swiſt for the chaſe, and cf Apulian breed 

Him from afar ſhe ſpy'd, in arms unknown, 

O'er his broad back an ox's hide was thrown: 

His helm a wolf, whoſe gaping jaws were ſpread 
Acov'ring for his cheeks, and grinn'd around his head. 
He clench'd within his hand an iron prong; 

And tower'd above the reſt, conſpicuous in the throng. 
Him ſoon ſhe ſingled from the flying train, 

And flew with eaſe : then thus inſults the flain. 
Vain hunter, didſt thou think thro? woods to chaſe 
The ſavage herd, a vile and trembling race? 

Here ceaſe thy vaunts, and own my victory; 

A woman-warrior was too ſtrong for thee. 

Yet, if the ghoſts demand the conqu'ror's name, 
Confeſſing great Camilla, ſive thy ſhame. 

Then Butes and Orfilochus ſne flew, 

The bulkicſt bodies of the Trojun crew. 


202 V 1 2011 B. XI. v. 1021, 


But Butes breaſt to breaſt : the ſpear deſcends p 
Above the gorget, where his hcIrmet ends, 
And o'er the ſhield which his left fide defends. 
Orſilochus and ſhe their courſers ply, 
He ſecms to follow, and ſhe ſeems to fly. 
Bot in a narrower ring ſhe makes the race; 
And then he flies, and ſhe purſucs the chace. 
G:th'ring at length on her de'uded foe, 
She ſwings her axe, and riſes at the blow: 
Fuli on the helm behind, with ſuch a ſway 
The weapon falis, the tiven ficel gives way: 

le groans, he roars, he ſues in vain for grace; 
Brains, mingled with his blood, beſmear his face. 
Aftoniſh'd Aunus juſt arrives by chance, 
To fee his fall, nor farther dares advance: 
Bur fixing on the horrid maid his eye, 
Ile ſtares, and ſhakes, and finds it vain to fly. 
Let, like a true Ligurian, born to cheat, 
(At leaſt while fortune ſavom'd his deceit), 
Cri:s ont loud, What courage have you thown, 
V ho truſt your courſer's ſtrength, and not your own? 
Forego the *yentzge of your hoſe, alight, 
Ard then on equal terms begin the fight : 
It fall be ſeer, weak woman, u hat you can, 
When fect to ſoot you combat with a man. 
Fe sei!: ſhe glows with anger and diſdain, 
P{monnts with ſpeed to dare him on the plain 5 
And leaves her horſe at large among her train. 
Wich her drawn ſword defies him to the field; 
And, marching, lifts aloft her maiden ſuield: 
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The youth, who thonght his cunning did ſucceed, 

Reins round his horſe, and urges all his ſpeed, 

Adds the remembrance of the ſpur, and kides 

The goring rowels in his bleeding ſides. 

Vain fool, and coward, ſaid the lofty maid, 

Caught in the train which thou thyſelf haſt laid ! 

On others practiſe thy Ligurian arts; 

Thin ſtratagems, and tricks of little hearts, 

Are loſt on me. Nor ſhalt thou ſafe retire, 

With vaunting lies to thy fallacious fre. 

At this, ſo faſt her flying feet ſhe ſped, 

That ſoon ſhe ſtrain'd beyond his horſe's head: 

Then turning ſhort, at once ſhe ſciz'd the rein, 

And laid the boaſter grov'ling on the plain. 

Not wich more eaſe the falcon from above, 

Truſſes in middle air the trembling dove; 

Then plumes the prey, in her ſtrong pounces bound ; 

The feathers, foul with blcod, come tumbling to the 
ground. 

Now mighty Jove, from his ſoperior height, 
With his broad eye ſarveys th' unequal fight. 
He fires the breaſt of Tarchen with diſdain, 

And ſends him to redeem th? abandon'd plain. 
Between the broken ranks the Tuſcan rides, 
And theſe encourages, and thoſe he chides; 
Recals each leader, by his name, from flight; 
Kenews their ardor, and reſtores the fight. 
bat panic fear has ſeiz'd your ſouls, O ſhame, 
O rand perpetual of m' Etraricn name; 


| 
| 


254 VIEGIL's Z. XI. v. 1079. 


Cowards, incurable! a woman's hand 
Drives, breaks, and ſcatters your ignoble band! 
Now eaſt away the ſword, and quit the ſhield; 
What uſe of weapons which you dare not wield ? 
Not thus you fly your female foes by night, 
Nor ſhun the feaſt, when the full bowls invite; 
When to fat off*rings the glad augur calls; 
And the ſhrill horn- pipe ſounds to bacchanals. 
Theſe are your ſtudicd cares, your lewd delight; 
Swift to debauch; but flow to manly fight. 
Thus having ſaid, he ſpurs amid the foes ; 
Not managing the life he meant to loſe. 
The firſt he found he ſeiz' d, with headlong haſte, 
In his ſtrong gripe, and claſp'd around the waiſt : 
*Twas Venulus, whom from his horſe he tore, 
And (laid athwart his own) in triumph bore. 
Loud ſhouts enſue: the Latins turn their eyes, 
And view th' unuſual fight with vaſt ſurpriſe. 
The fiery Tarchon, flying o'er the plains, 
Preſs'd in his arms, the pond”rous prey ſuſtains : 
Then, with his ſhorten'd ſpear, explores around 
His jointed arms, to fix a deadly wound. 
Nor leſs the captive ſtruggles for his life; 
He writhes his body to prolong the ſtrife; 
And, fencing for his naked throat, exerts 
His utmoſt vigonr, and the point averts. 

So ſtoops the yellow eagle from on high, 
And bears a ſpeckled ſerpent thro? the ſky ; 
Faſt'ning his crooked talons on the prey, 
The pris'ner hiiſes thro? the liquid way 
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Re ſiſts the royal hawk, and, though oppreſs d, 
She fights in volumes, and erects her creſt. 


Turn'd to her foe, ſhe ſtiſſens ev'ry ſcale; 


And ſhoots her forky tongue, and whiſks her threat- 


ning tail. 
Againſt the victor all defence is weak 
TY imperial bird ſtill plies her with his beak; 
He tears her bowels, and her breaſt he gores; 
Then claps his pinions, and ſecurely ſoars. 
Thus, thro? the midſt of circling enemies, 


Strong Tarchon ſnatch'd, and bore away his prize: 
The Tyrrhene troops, that ſhrunk before, now preſs 


The Latins, and preſume the like ſucceſs. 

Then Aruns, doom'd to death, his arts eſſay d 
To murder, uneſpy'd, the Volſcian maid: 

This way and that his winding courſe he bends ; 
And whereſoc'er ſhe turns, her ſteps attends. 
When ſhe retires victorious from the chaſe, 

He wheels about with care, and ſhifts his place: 
When ruſhing on, ſhe ſeeks her foes in fight, 
He keeps aloof, but keeps her ill in ſight: 

He threats, and trembles, trying ev'ry way, 
Unſeen to kill, and ſafely to betray. 

Chloreus, the prieſt of Cybelè, from far, 
Glitt'ring in Phrygian arms amidſt the war, 
Was by the virgin view'd: the ſteed he preſs'd 
Was proud with trappings, and his brawny cheſt 
With ſcales of gilded braſs was cover'd o'er : 

A robe of Tyrian dye the rider wore. 

Vol. III. > 


205 


256 VIRGIU's B. XI. v. 1137. 


With deadly wounds he gall'd the diſtant ſoe; 

Gnoſhan his ſtafts, and Lycian was his bow: 

A golden helm his front and head ſurrounds ; 

A gilded quiver from his ſhonlder ſounds. 

Gold, weav'd with linen, on his thighs he wore; 

With flowers of needlework diſtinguiſh'd o'er : 5 

With golden buckles bound and gather'd up before. 

Him the fierce maid beheld with ardent eyes; 

Fond and ambitious of ſo rich a prize: 

Or that the temple might his trophies hold, 

Or elſe to ſhine herſelf in Trojan gold: 

Blind in her haſte, he chaſes him alone, 

And ſec ks his life, regardlefs of her own, 

This lucky moment the ly traicor choſe: 2 

Then, farting from his ambuſh, up he roſe, 

And threw, but firſt to heav*n addrefs'd his yows. 5 

O patron of Soractes' high abodes, | 

Phoebus, the ruling pow'r among the gods; 

Whom firſt we ſerve, whole woods of unctuous pine 

Are felld for thee, and to thy glory thine; 

"By thee protected, with our naked ſoles 

Ihro' flames unfing'd we march, and tread the kindled 
coals: 

Give me, propiĩous pour, to waſh away 

The ſtains of this diſkonourable day: 

Nor ſpoils, nor triumph, from the fact I claim; 

But with my future actions truſt my fame. 

Let me, by ſlealch, this female plague o'ercome. 

Aud from the eld return inglorious home. 


n — _ 
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Apollo heard, and, granting half his pray'r, 
Shuffled in winds the reſt, and toſs'd in empty air. 
He gives the death deſir'd; his ſafe return, 

By ſouthern tempeſts to the ſeas is borne. 

Now, when the jav'lin whizz'd along the ſlics, 
Both armies on Camilla turn'd their eyes, 
Directed by the ſound : of either hoſt, 

Th' unhappy virgin, tho” concern'd the moſt, 
Was only deaf; ſo greedy was ſhe bent 

On golden ſpoils, and on her prey intent; 
Till in her pap the winged weapon ſtood 
Infix'd, and deeply drunk the purple blood. 
Her ſad attendants baſten to ſuſtain 

Their dy ing lady drooping on the plain. 

Far from their ſight the trembling Aruns flies, 
With beating heart, and fear confus'd with joys; 
Nor dares he farther to purſue his blow; 

Or ev'n to bear the ſight of his expiring foe, 

As when the wolf has torn a bullock's hide, 
At unawar« s, or ranch'd a ſhepberd's fide: 
Conſcious of h's audacious deed, he flies, 

And claps his quiv'ring tail between his thighs ; 
So, ſpeeding once, the wretch no more attends ; 
But ſpurring forward herds among his friends. 
She wrench'd the jay*lin with her dying hands; 
But wedg'd within her breaſt the weapon ſtands : 
The wood ſhe draws, the ſteely point remains; 
She ſtaggers in her ſeat with 2gonizing pains: 

A gath*ring miſt o'erclouds her cheerful eyes; 
End from her cheeks the roſy colour flies. 

8 2 
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Then turns to her, whom, of her female train, 

She truſted moſt, and thus ſhe ſpeaks with pain. 

Acca, tis paſt! he ſwims before my ſight, 

Inexorable death; and claims his right. 

Bear my laſt words to Turnus, fly with ſpeed, 

And bid him timely to my charge ſucceed : 

Repel the Trojans, and the town relieve. 

Farewel 3 and in this kiſs my parting breath receive, 

She ſaid ; and fliding funk upon the plain; 

Dying, her epen'd hand forſakes the rein; 

Short, and more ſhort, ſhe pants: by flow degrees 

Her mind the paſſage from her body frees. 

She drops her ſword, ſhe nods her plumy creſt; 

Her drooping head declining on her breaſt : 

In the laſt ſigh her ſtruggling ſoul expires ; 

And murm'ring with diſduin, to Stygian ſounds retires, 
A ſhout, that ſtruck the golden ſtars, enſu'd : 

Deſpair, and rage, the languiſh'd fight renew'd. 

The Trojan troops, and Tuſcans, in a line, 

Advance to charge; the mix'd Arcadians join. 
But Cynthia's maid, high ſeated, from afar 

Surveys the field, and fortune of the war; 

Unmoy'd a while, till proſtrate on the plain, 

Welt'ring in blood, ſhe ſees Camilla flain ; 

And round her corps of friends and foes a fight- 

ing train. 

Then from the bottom of her breaſt ſhe drew 

A mournful ſigh, and theſe ſad words enſue: 

Too dear a fine, ah much-lamented maid, 

For warring with the Trojans thou haſt paid 
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Nor ought avail'd, in this unhappy ſtrife, 
Diana's ſacred arms, to ſave thy life. 
Yet unreveng'd thy goddeſs will not leave 
Her vot'ry's death, nor with vain ſorrow grieve. 
Branded the wretch, and be his name abhorr'd ; 
But after ages ſhall thy praiſe record. 
Th inglorious coward ſoon ſhall preſs the plain; 
Thus vows thy queen, and thus the fates ordain. 
High o'er the field, there ſtood a hilly mound; 
Sacred the place, and ſpread with oaks around; 
Where, in a marble tomb, Dercennus lay, 
A king that once in Latium bore the ſway. 
The beauteous Opis thither bent her flight, 
To mark the traitor Aruns from the height. 
Him, in refulgent arms, ſhe ſoon eſpy'd, 
Swoln with ſucceſs, and loudly thus ſhe cry'd. 
Thy backwazd ſteps, vain boaſter, are too late 3 
Turn, like a man at length, and meet thy fate. 
Charg'd with my meſſage, to Camilla go; 
And ſay I ſent thee to the ſhades below: 6 
An honour undeſerv'd from Cynthia's bow. 
She ſaid: and from her qui ver choſe with ſpeed 
The winged ſhaft, predeſiin*d for the deed : 
Then to the ſtubborn yew her ſtrength apply'd, 
Till the far-diſtant horns approach'd on cither ſide. 
The bow-ſtring touch's her breaſt, ſo ſtrong ſhe dreu; 
Whizzing in air the fatal arrow flew. 
At once the twanging bow, and ſounding dart, 
The traitor heard, and felt the point within his heart, 
S 3 
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Him, beating with his heels, in pangs of death, 
His flying friends to foreign fields bequeath. 
The conqu'ring damſel, with expanded wings, 
The welcome meſſage to her miſtreſs brings. 
Their leader loſt, the Volſcians quit the field ; 
And, unſuſtain'd, the chiefs of Turnus yield. 
The frighted ſoldiers, when their captains fly, 
More on their ſpeed than on their ſtrength rely. 
Confus'd in flight, they bear each other down, 
And {pur their horſes headlong to the town. 
Driv'n by their foes, and to their fears reſign'd, 
Not once they turn; but take their wounds behind. 
| Theſe drop the ſhield, and thoſe the lance forego ; 
Or on their ſhoulders bear the flacken'd bow. 
The hoofs of horſes, with a rattling ſound, 
Beat ſhort and thick, and ſhake the rotten ground. 
Black clouds of duſt come rolling in the fi:y, 
And o'er the darken'd walls and rampires fly. 
The trembling matrons, from their lofty ſtands, 
Rend heav'n with female ſhrieks, and wring their 
hands. 
All preſſing on, purſuers and purſv'd, 
Are cruſh'd ia crowds, a mingled multitude. 
Some happy few eſcape: the throng, too late, 
Ruſh on for entrance, till they choke the gate. 
Ev'n in the ſght of home, the wretched fire 
Looks on, and fees his helpleſs ſor expire. 
Then, in a fright, the folding gates they cloſe ; 
Eut leave their friends excluded with their foes, 
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The vanquiſh'd cry ; the viftors loudly ſhout; 

'Tis terror all within, and flaoghter all without. 

Blind in their fear, they bounce againſt the wall, 

Or, to the moats purſu'd, precipitate their fall. 
The Latian virgins, valiant with deſpair, 

Arm'd, on the tow'rs the common danger ſhare: 

So much of zeal their country's cauſe inſpir d, 

So much Camilla's great example fir d. 

Poles, ſharpen'd in the flames, from high they throw 

With imitated darts, to gall the foe: 

Their lives for godlike freedom they bequeath, 

And crowd each other to be firſt in death. 

Meantime to Turnus, ambuſh'd in the ſhade, 

With heavy tidings, came th? unhappy maid. 

The Volſcians overthrown, Camilla kill'd, 

The foes entirely maſters of the field, 

Like a reſiſtleſs flood come rolling on; 

The cry goes off the plain, and thickens to the town. 
Inflam'd with rage, (for ſo the furies fire 

The Daunian's breaſt, and ſo the fates require), 

He leaves the hilly paſs, the woods in vain 

Poſſeſs'd, and downward iſſues on the plain: 

Scarce was he gone, when to the ſtraits, now freed 

From ſecret foes, the Trojan troops ſucceed. 

Thro? the black foreſt, and the ferny brake, 

Unknowingly ſecure, their way they take. 

From the rough mountains to the plain deſcend ; 

And there, in order drawn, thcir line extend. 

Both armies now in open fields are ſcen 

Nor far the diſtance of the ſpace between. 
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Both to the city bend: Xneas ſces, 

Thro' ſmoking fields, his haſt' ning enemies. 
And Turnus views the Trojans in array, 

And hears th' approaching horſes proudly neigh. 
Soon had their hoſts in bloody battle join'd ; 
But weſtward to the ſea the ſun declin'd. 
Entrench'd before the town both armies ly ; 
While night with ſable wings involves the ſæy. 
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HEN Turnus faw the Latins leave the field, 
Their armies broken, and their courage quelPd; 

Himſelf become the mark of public ſpite, 
His honour queſtion'd for the promis'd fight : 
The more he was with vulgar hate oppreſs'd, 
The more his fury boil'd within his breaſt: 
He rons'd his vigour for the laſt debate, 
And. rais'd his havghty ſoul to meet his fate. 

As when the ſwains the Libyan lion chaſe, 
He makes a ſour retreat, nor mends his pace; 
But if the pointed jav'lin pierce his fide, 
The lordly beaſt returns with double pride : 
He wrenches out the ſteel, he roars for pain; 
His ſides he laſhes, and erects his mane: 
So Turnus fares ; his cye-balls flaſh with fire, 
Thro? his wide noſtrils clouds of ſmoke expire. 

Trembling with rage, around the court he ran; 
At length approach'd the king, and thus began. 
No more excuſes or delays: I ſtand 
In arms prepar'd to combat, hand to hand, 
This baſe deſerter of his native land. 
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The Trojan, by his word, is bound to take 
The ſame conditions which himſelf did make. 
Renew the truce, the ſolemn rites prepare, 
And to my ſingle virtue truſt the war. 

The Latians unconcern'd ſhall ſee the fight; 
This arm unaided ſhall aſſert your right: 
Then, -if my proſtrate body preſs the plain, 
To him the crown and beauteous bride remain. 

To whom the king ſedately thus reply'd ; 
Brave youth, the more your valour has been try'd, 
The more becomes it us, with due reſpect, 

To weigh the chance of war, which you neglect. 
You want not wealth, or a ſucceſſive throne, 

Or cities, which your arms have made your on; 
My towns and treaſures are at your command; 
And ftor'd with blooming beauties is my land: 
Unmarry'd, fair, of noble families. 

Now let me ſpeak, and you with patience hear, 
Things which perhaps may grate a lover's ear: 
But ſound advice, proceeding from a heart 
Sincerely yours, and free from fraudful art. 

The gods, by ſigns, have manifeſtly ſhown, 
No prince, Italian born, ſhould heir my throne: 
Oft have our augurs, in prediction ſkilld, 

And oft our prieſts, a foreign ſon reveal'd. 
Yet, won by worth that cannot be withſtood, 
Brib'd by my kindneſs to my kindred blood, 
Urg'd by my wife, who wou'd not be deny'd, 
I promis'd my Lavinia for your bride: 


Her from her plighted lord by force I took; 

All tics of treaties and of honour broke : 

On your account I wag'd an impious war, 

With what ſucceſs 'tis needleh to declare; 

I and my ſubjects feel, and you ha ve had your ſhare. 


Twice vanquiſh'd, while in bloody fields we ſtrive, 


Scarce in our walls we keep our hopes alive: 
The rolling flood runs warm with human gore 


The bones of Latians glance the neighb'ring ſhore: 


Why put I not an end to this debate, 

Still unreſolv'd, and ſtill a ſlave to fate? 

If Turnus death a laſting peace can give, 

Why ſhould I not procure it whilſt you live? 
Shou'd I to doubtful arms your youth betray, 
What wou'd my kinſmey, the Rutulians, ſay ? 
And ſhovu'd you fall in fight, (which heav'n defend), 
How curſe the cauſe which haſten'd to his end 
The daughter's lover, and the father's friend? 
Weigh in your mind the yarious chance of war, 
Pity your parent's age, and eaſe his care. 

Such balmy words he pour'd, but all in vain; 
The proffer'd med'cine but provok'd the pain. 
The wrathful youth, diſdaining the relief, 
With intermitting ſobs thus vents his grief: 
The care, O beſt of fathers, which you take 
For my concerns, at my deſire forſake. 

Permit me not to languiſh out my days; 

But make the beſt exchange of life for praiſe. 

This arm, this lance, can well diſpute the prize; 

And the blood follows where the weapon flies: 
Vor. II. T 
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His goddeſt- mother is not near, to ſhrowd 
The flying coward with an empty cloud. 

But now the queen; who fear'd for Turnus life, 
And loath'd the hard conditions of the ſtrife, 
Held him by force; and, dying in his death, 

In thefe ſad accents gave her ſorrow breath. 

O Turnus, I adjure thee by theſe tears, 

And whate' er price Amata's honour bears 
Within thy breaſt, ſince thou art all my hope, 
My ſickly mind's repoſe, my ſinking age's prop; 
Since on the ſafety of thy life alone 

Depends Latinus, and the Latian throne : 
Refuſe me not this one, this only pray'r; 

To wave the combat, and purſue the war, 
Whatever chance attends this fatal ſtrife, 
Think it includes in thine Amata's life. 

I cannot live a ſlave; or ſee my throne 
Uſurp'd by ſtrangers, or a Trcjan ſon. 

At this, a flood of tears Lavinia ſhed 
A crimſon bluſh her beauteous face o' erſpread, 
Varying her cheeks by turns with white and red. 
The driving colours, never at a ſtay, 

Run here and there, and fluſh, and fade away. 
Delightful change! thus Indian iv'ry ſhows, ? 
Which with the bord' ring paint of purple glows; 
Or lilies damaſk'd by the neighb'ring roſe. 
The lover gaz d, and, burning with deſire, 

The more he look'd, the more he fed the ſire: 
Revenge, and jealous rage, and ſecret ſpite, 

Roll in his breaſt, and rouſe him to the fight. 
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Then fixing on the queen his ardent eyes, 
Firm to his firſt intent, he thus replies. 
O mother, do not by your tears prepare 
Such boding omevs, and prcjucge the war. 
Reſolv'd on fight, I :m no longer free 
To ſhun my deoth, if heav'n my death decree. 
Then turning to the herald, thus purſues ; 
Go, greet the Trojan with ungratcful news. 
Denounce from me, that u hen to morrow's light 
Shall gild the heav'ns, he need not urge the ſight 3 
The Trojan and Rutilian troops no more 
Shall dye, with mutual blood, the Latian ſhorg ; 
Our ſingle ſwords the quarrel thall decide, 
And to the victor be the beapteons bride, 
He ſaid, and ſtriding on with ſpeedy pace, 
He ſonght his courſers of the Thracian race. 
At his approach, they toſs their heads on high; 
And, proudly ncighing, promiſe victory. 
The fires of theſe Orythia ſent from far, 
To grace Pilumnus, when he went to war. 
The drifts of Thracicn ſows were ſcarce fo vl.ite, 
Nor northern winds in fle etneſs match'd their fight. 
Officious grooms ſtand ready by his fide ; 
And ſome with combs their flowing manes divide, 
And others ſtroke theircheſts, and gent)y ſooththeir 
He ſheath'd his limbs in arms; a temper'd maſs 
Of golden metal thoſe, and mountain brals. 
Then to his head liis glitt'ring helm he ty'd; 
And girt his faithful fauchion to his ſide. 
1 2 
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In his Ætnean forge the god of fire 
That fauchion labour'd for the hero's ſire : 
Immortal keenneſs on the blade beſtow d, 
And plung'd it hiſſing in the Stygian flood. 
Prop'd on a pillar, which the cicling bore, 
Was plac'd the lance Auruncan Actor wore; 
Which with ſuch force he brandiſh'd in his hand, 
The tough aſh trembled like an ofier wand. 
Then cry'd, O pond*rons ſpoil of Actor ſlain, 
And never yet by Turnus toſs'd in vain, 
Fail not this day thy wonted force; but go, 
Sent by this hand, to pierce the Trojan foe : 
Give me to tear his corflet from his breaſt, 
And from that eunuch head to rend the creſt: 
Dragg'd in the duſt, his frizzled hair to ſoil, 
Hot from the vexing ir'n, and ſmear'd with fragrant 
oil. 

Thus while he raves, from his wide noſtrils flies 
A fiery ſtream, and ſparkles from his eyes. 
So fares the bull in his lov'd female's ſight; 
Proudly he bellows, and preludes the fight: 
He tries bis goring horns againſt a tree; 
And meditates his abſent enemy : 
He puſhes at the winds, he digs the ſtrand 
With his black hoofs, and ſpurns the yellow ſand. 

Nor lefs the Trojan, in his Lemnian arms, 
To future fight his manly courage warms: 
He whets his fury, and with joy prepares 
To terminate at once the ling'ring wars. 
To cheer his chiefs, and tender ſon, relates 
What hcay'n had promis'd, and expounds the fates. 
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Then to the Latian king he ſends, to ceaſe 
The rage of arms, and ratify the peace. 

The morn enſuing from the mcuntain's height, 
Had ſcarcely ſpread the ſkies with roſy light; 
Th' ethereal courſers bounding from the ſea, 
From out their flaming noſtrils breath'd the day : 
When now the Trojan and Rutulian guard, 

In friendly labour join'd, the liſt prepar'd. 

Beneath the wails they meaſure out the ſpace; 

Then ſacred altars rear, on ſods of graſs ; 

Where, with religious rites, their common gods they 
place. 

In pureſt white the prĩeſts their heads attire, 

And living waters bear, and hoiy fire: 

And o'er their linen hoods, and ſhaded hair, 

Long twiſted wreaths of ſacred veryain wear. 

In order iſſuing from the town appears 
The Latin legion, arm'd with pointed ſpears ; 
And from the fields, advar.cing on a line, 

The Trojan and the Tuſcan forces join: 
Their various arms afford a pleaſing ſight ; 
A peaceful trzin they ſeem, in peace prepar'd for fight. 

Betwixt the ranks the proud commanders ride, 
Glitt'ring with gold, and veſ.s in purple dy d. 
Here Mneſtheus, author of the Memnian line, 
And there Meſſapus born of ſeed divine. 

The fign is giv'n, and round the liſted ſpace, 
Each man in order fills his proper place. 
Reclining on their am ple ſhields, they ſtand; 
And fix their pointed lances in the ſand. 
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Now, ſtudious of the fight, a num*rous throng 
Of either ſex promiſcuous, old and young, 
Swarm from the town : by thoſe who reſt behind, 
The gtes, and walls, and houſes tops are lin'd. 
Meantime the queen of heav'n beheld the ſight, 
With eyes unpleas'd, from mount Albano's height: 
(Since call'd Albano by ſucceeding fame, 
But then an empty hill, without a name) : 
She thence ſurvey'd the field, the Trojan pow”rs, 
The Latian ſquadrons, and — towꝰrs. 
Then thus the goddeſs of the ſkies beſpake, 
With ſighs and tears, the goddefs of the lake; 
King Turnus' ſiſter, once a lovely maid, 
Ere to the luſt of lawleſs Jove betray'd, 
Compreſs'd by force, but by the grateful god 
Now made the Nis of the neighd*ring flood. 
O nymph, the pride of living lakes, ſaid ſue, 


O moſt renown'd, and moſt belov'd by me, 


Long haſt thou — nor need I to record 
The wanton ſallies of my wand'ring lord: 

Of ev*'ry Latian fair whom Jove miſled, 

To mount by ſtealth my violated bed, 

To thee alone I grudg'd not his embrace; 

But gave a part of beav'n, and an unenvy'd place. 
Now learn from me thy near approaching grief, 
Nor think my wiſhes want to thy relief. 

Vhile fortune favour'd, nor heav'n's king deny'd, 
To lend my ſuccour to the Latian ſide, 

I ſa vd thy brother, and the ſinking ſtate ; 

But now he — with unequal fate; 
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And goes with gods averſe, oer match'd in might, 
To meet inevitable death in fight: 8 
Nor muſt I break the truce, not can ſuſtain the ſight. 
Thou, if thou dar'ſt, thy preſent aid ſupply; 

It well becomes a ſiſter's aid to try. 

At this the lovely nymph, with grief oppreſs'd, 
Thrice tore her hair, and beat her comely breaſt. 
To whom Saturnia thus: Thy tears are late 
Hyſte, ſnatch him, if he can be ſnatch'd, from fate, 
New tumults kindle, violate the truce ; | 
Who knows what changeful fortune may produce ? 
*Tis not a crime t attempt what 1 decree, 

Or if it were, diſcharge the crime on me. 
She ſaid, and, (ciling on the winged wird, 
Left the ſad nymph ſuſpended in her mind. 

And now in pomp the peaceful kings appear. 
Four ſtceds the chariot of Latinus bear : 

Twelve golden beams around his temples play, 
To mark his lineage from the god of day. | 
Two ſnowy courſers Turnus? chariot yoke, 
And in his hand two maſly ſpears he ſhook. 
Then ifſu*d from the camp, in arms divine, 

FA neas, author of the Roman line: 

And by his fide Aſcanius took his place, 

The ſecond hope of Rome's immortal race. 
Adorn'd in white, a rev'rend prieſt appears; 
And off*rings to the flaming altars bears; 5 
A porket, and a l mb that never ſuffer'd ſheers. 
Then, to the riſing ſun he turns his eyes, 

And ſtrews the beaſts defign'd for ſacrifice, 
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With ſalt, and meal: with like officious care 

He marks their foreheads, and he clips their hair. 

Betwixt their horns the purple wine he ſheds, 

With the ſame gen'rous juice the flame he feeds. 

Aneas then unſheath'd his ſhining (word, 

And thus with pious pray'rs the gods ador'd. 
All-ſeeing ſun, and thou Auſonian ſoil, 

For which I haye ſuſtain'd ſo long a toil, 

Thou king of heav'n, and thou the queen of air, 

(Propitious now, and reconcil'd by pray”r), 

Thou god of war, whoſe unreſiſted ſway 

The labours and events of arms obey; 

Le living fountains, and ye running floods, 

All pow'rs of ocean, all ethereal gods, 

Hear, end bear record: if I fall in field, 

Or, recreant in the fight, to Turnus yield, 

My Trojans ſhall increaſe Evander's town ; 

Aſcanivs ſhall renqunce th' Auſonian crown: 

All claims, all queſtions of debate ſhall ceaſe, 

Nor he, nor they, with force infringe the peace. 

But if my juſter arms prevail in fight, 

As ſure they ſhall, if I divine aright, 

My Trojans ſhall not o'er ch“ Italians reign ; 

Both equal, both unconquer'd ſhall remain: 

Join'd in their laws, their lands, and their abodes ; 

I aſk but altars for my weary gods. 

The care of thoſe religious rites be mine; 

The crown to king Latinus I ref n; 

Vis be the ſov'reign ſway. Nor will I ſhare 

His pow'r in peace, or his command in war. 
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For me my friends another town ſhall frame, 

And bleſs the riſing tow'rs with fair Lavinia's name, 
Thus he. Then with erected eyes and hands, 

By the ſame heav'n, ſaid he, and earth, and main, 

And all the pow'rs that all the three contain; 

By hell below, and by that upper god 

Whoſe dhander fg? he prota, whe ſeals it with his 

nod; 

So let Latona's double offspring hear, 

And double - fronted Janus, what I ſwear: 

I touch the ſacred altars, touch the flames, 

And all thoſe pow'rs atteſt, and all their names : 

Whatever chance befal on either ſide, 

No term of time this union ſhall divide: 

No force, no fortune, ſhall my vows unbind, 

Or ſhake the ſtedfaſt tenour of my mind: 

Not tho?” the circling ſeas ſhould break their bound, 

O*crflow the ſhores, or ſap the ſolid ground; 

Not tho” the lamps of heav'n their ſpheres forſake, 

Hurl'd down, and hiſſing in the nether lake: 

Ev'n as this royal ſcepter (for he bore 

A ſcepter in his hand) ſhall never more 

Shoot out in branches, or renew the birth ; 

(An orphan now, cut from the mother earth 

By the keen axe, diſhonour'd of its hair, 

And cas'd in braſs, for Latian kings to bear). 
When thus in public view the peace was ty d 

With ſolemn vows, and ſworn on either ſide, 

All dves perform'd which holy rites require, 

The victim beaſts are ſlain before the fire; 
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The trembling entrails from their bodies turn, 
And te the fatten'd flames in chargers borne. 

Already the Rutulians deem their man 
O*crmatch'd in arms, before the fight began. 
Firſt, riſing fears are whiſper'd thro” the crowd; 
Then, gath'ring ſound, they murmur more aloud. 
Now, fide to fide, they meaſure with their eyes 
The champions bulk, their ſinews and their ſize: 
The nearer they approach, the more is known 
Th” apparent diſadvantage of their own, 

Turnus himſelf appe rs in public ſight 
Conſcious of fate, deſponding of the fight. 
Slowly he moves; and at his altar ſtands 
With eyes dejected, and with trembling hands: 
And while he mutters undiſlinguiſh'd pray'rs, 
A livid deadneſs in his cheeks appears. 

With anxious pleaſure when Juturna view'd 
Th' increaſing fright of the mad multitude, _ 
When their ſhort ſighs and thick'ning ſobs ſhe heard, 
And found their ready minds for change prepar'd; 
Diſſembling her immortal form, ſhe took 
Camertus' mien, his habit, and his look, 

A chief of ancient blood: in arms well known 
Was his great fire, and he, his greater ſon. 
His ſhape aſſum'd, amid the rapks ſhe ran, 
And hum'ring their firſt motions, thus began. 

For ſhame, Rutulians, can you bear the ſight 
Of one expos'd for all, in ſingle fight? 

Can we, before the face of heav'n, confeſs 
Our courage colder, or our number leſs? 
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View all the Trojen hoſt, th' Arcadian band, 
And Tuſcan army; count them as they ſtand: 
Undaunted to the battle if we go, 
Scarce ev'ry ſecond man will ſhare a foe. 
Turnus, tis true; in this unequal ſtrife, 
Shall loſe with honour his devoted life; 
Or change it rather for immortal fame, 
Succeeding to the gods from whence he came : 
But you, a ſervile and inglorious band, 
For foreign lords ſhall ſow your native land: 
Thoſe fruitful fields your fighting fathers gain'd; 
Which have ſo long their lazy ſons ſuſtain'd. 
With words like theſe the carry'd her deſign z 
A riſing murmur runs along the line. 
Then ev'n the city troops, and Latians, tir'd 
With tedious war; ſcem with new ſouls infpir'd : 
Their champion's fate with pity they lament z 
And of the league ſo lately ſworn, repent. | 
Nor fails the goddeſs to foment the rage 
With lying wonders, and a falſe preſage: | 
But adds a fign, which, preſent to their eyes, | 
Inſpires new courage, and a glad ſurpriſe. 
For, ſudden, in the fiery tr:.ts above, | 
Appears in pomp th' imperial bird of Jove: 
A plump of fowl he ſpies, that ſwim the lakes, | 
And o'er their heads his ſounding pinions ſhakes. 
Then ſtooping on the faireſt of the train, 
In his ſtrong talons truſs'd a ſilver ſwan. | 
| 
| 


Th' Italians wonder at th? unuſual ſight; 
But while he lags and labours is his flight, 
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Behold the daſtard fowl return anew, 
And with united force the foe purſue: 
Clam'rous around the royal hawk they fly; 
And thick'ning in a cloud, o erſhade the ſky. 
They cuff, they ſcratch, they croſs his airy courſes 
Nor can th' incumber'd bird ſuſtain their force: 
But vex'd, not vanquiſh'd, drops the pond'rous prey; 
And, lighten'd of his burden, wings his way. 

Th Auſonian bands with ſhouts ſalute the ſight: 
Eager of action, and demand the fight. 
Then king Tolumnius, vers'd in augurs' arts, 
Cries out, and thus his boaſted ſkill imparts. 
At length tis granted, what I long deſir'd; 
This, this is what my frequent vous requir'd. 
Ye gods, I take your omen, and obey: 
Advance, my friends, and charge, I lead the way. 
Theſe are the forcign focs whoſe impious band, 
Like that rapacious bird, infeſt our land: 
But ſoon, like him, they ſhall be forc'd to ſea 
By ſtrength united, and forego the prey ; 
Your timely ſaccour to your country bring, 
Haſte to the reſcue, and redeem your king. 

He ſaid : and preſſing onward thro? the crew, 
Pois'd in his lifted arm, his lance he threw. 
Came driving on, nor miſs'd the mark deſign'd. 
At once the cornel rattled in the ſkies; 
At once tumultous ſhouts and clamours riſe. 
Nine brothers in a goodly band there ſtood, 
Born of Arcadian mix'd with Tuſcan blood: 
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Gylippus“ ſons: the fatal jav'lin flew, 
Aim'd at the midmoſt of the friendly crew. 
A paſſage thro? the joioted arms it found, 
Juſt where the belt was to the body bound; : 
And ſtruck the gentle youth extended on the ground. 
Then, fir'd with pious rage, the gen'rous train 
Run madly forward to revenge the ſlain. 
And ſome with eager haſte their jav'lins throw, 
Ard ſome with ſword in hand aſſault the foe. 
The wiſh'd infult the Latin troops embrace; 
And meet their ardour in the middle ſpace. 
The Trojans, Tuſcans, and Arcadian line, 
With equal courage obviate their deſign. 
Peace leaves the violated fields; and hate 
Both armies urges to their mutual fate. 
With impious haſte their altars are o'crturn'd, 
The ſacrifice half broil'd, and half unburn'd. 
Thick ſtorms of ſteel from either army fly, 
And clouds of claſhing darts obſcure the ſky : 
Brands from the fire are miſſive weapons made, 
With chargers, bowls, and all the prieſtly trade. 
Latinus frighted, haſtens from the ſray, 
And bears his unregarded gods away. 
Theſe on their horſes vault, thoſe yoke the car; 
The reſt, with ſwords on high, run headlong to the war. 
Meſſapus, eager to confound the peace, 
Spurr'd his hot courſer thro? the fighting preſs, 
At king Auleſtes; by his purple known 2 
A Tuſcan prince, and by his regal crown 
And with a thock encount' ring, bore him down. 9 
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Backward he fell; nd, 2s his fate deſign'd, 
The ruins of an a'tar were bchind 
There pitching on his ſhoulders and his head, 
Amid the ſcattꝰ vii g fires he lay ſupinely ſpread. 
The beamy ſpear, deſcending from above, 
His cuiraſs pierc'd, and thro? his body drove. 
Then, with a ſcornful ſmile, the victor cries, 
The gods have found a fitter ſacrifice. 
Greedy of ſpoils, th' Italiens ſtrip the dead 
Of his rich armour, and uncrown his head. 
Prief: Chorin æus arm'd his better hand, 
From tis own alter, with a blazirg brand: 
And as Ebuſus, with a thund*ring pace, 
Advanc'd to battle, d-ſi'd it on his face: 
Fis brifily beard Fizes out with ſudden fires, 

e crack'ir.g crop a roifere ſcent expires. 
Following the blow, he ſ:1z'd his curling crown 
With his left hand; his other caſt him down. 
The proſtrate body u ĩch his knees he preſs'd, 
And plung'd his holy por.ierd in his breaſt. 

While Podalirivs with his ſword purſu'd 
The ſhepherd Aifus thro” the flying crowd, 
Swiftly he turns; and aims a deadly blow 
Full on the front of his unwary foe. 
The broad axe enters with a craſhing ſound, 
Ard cleaves the chine with one continu'd wound: 
Warm blood, and mingled brains, beſmear his arms 
around. | 
An iron ſleep his ſtupid eyes oppreſs'd, 
And ſeal'd tlicir heavy lids in endleſs reſt. 
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But good Mneas ruſh'd amid the bands, 
Bare was his head, and naked were his hands, 
In ſigu of truce; then thus he cries aloud, 
What ſudden rage, what new dt ſire of blood 
Inflames your alter'd minds? © Trojans ceaſe 
From impious arms, nor vio!:te the peace. 
By human ſanctions, 21 by Jaws divine, 
The terms are all agreed, the war is mine, 
Diſmiſs your fears, and let the fight enſue; 
This hand alone ſhal! right the gods and you: 
Our injur'd altars, and their broken vow, 
To this avenging ſword the faithleſs Turnus owe. 
Thus while he ſpuke, urmindful of defence, 
A winged arrow ſtruck the p:vus prince; 
But whether fron ſome human hard it came, 
Or hoſiite god, is left unknown by fame: 
No human hand, or hoile god, was found, 
To boaſt the triumph of ſo baſe a wound. 
When Turi. us ſaw the Trojen quit the plain, 
His chiefs diſmaid, his troops a {ainting train; 
Th' unhop'd event his heighteu'd ſoul inſpires, 
At once his arms and courſcrs he requires. 
Then, with a leap, his Joſcy chariot gains, 
And with a ready hand aſſumes the reins. 
He drives impetuous, and u here-c'er he goes 
He leaves bchind a lane of fi.ughter'd foes. 
Theſe his lance reaches, over thoſe he rolls 
His rapid cer, and cruſhes out their ſouls : 
In vain the vanquiſh'd Ly; the vidtor ſends 
The dead mess wii ors at their living ſiierds. 
U 2 
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Thus, on the banks of Hebrus' freezing flood, 
The god of battles, in his angry mood, 
Claſhing his ſword againſt his brazen ſhie!d, 
Lets looſe the reins, and ſcours along the field; 
Before the wind his fiery coun ſers fly, 
Groans the ſad earth, reſounds the rattling fy. 
Wrath, terror, treaſon, tumult, and deſpair, 
Dire faces, and deform'd, ſurround the car; Q 
Friends of the god, and followers of the war. 9 
With fury not unlike, nor leſs diſdain, 
Exulting Turnus flies along the plain: 
His ſmoking horſes, at their utmoſt ſpeed, 
He laſhes on; and urges o'er the dead. 
Their fetlocks run with blood, and, when they bound, 
The gore, and gath'ring duſt, are daſh'd around. 
Thamyris and Pholus, maſters of the war, 
He kill'd at hand, but Sthenelus afar : 
From far the ſons of Imbracus he flew, 
Glauers and Ladus, of the Lycian crew: 
Both taught to fight on foot, in battle join'd ; 
Or mount the courſer that outſtrips the wind. 
Meantime Eumedes, vaunting in the field, 
New fir'd the Trojans, and their foes repell'd. 
This ſon of Dolon bore his grandſire's name; 
But emulated more his father's fame. 
His guileful father, ſent a nightly ſpy, 
The Grecian camp and order to deſcry : 
Hard enterprize, and well he might require 
Achilles“ car ard horſes for his hire; 
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But, met upon the ſcout, th' Etolian prince 
In death beſtow'd a juſter recympence. 

Fierce Turnus view'd the Trojan from afar, 
And launch'd his jav'lin from his lof:y car; 
Then lightly leaping down, purſi:*d the blow, 
And preſſing with his foot his proſtrate foe, 
Wrench'd from his feeble hold the ſhining ſword, 
And plung'd it in the boſom of its lord. 
Poſſeſs, faid he, the fruit of all thy pains, 
And meaſure, at thy length, our Latian plains. 
Thus are my foes rewarded by my hand, 
Thus may they bui:d their town, and thus enjoy the 

land. 

Then Daris, Butis, Sybaris he flew, 
Whom o'cr bis neck the flonnd'ring courſer threw. 
As when loud Boreas, with his bluſt'ring train, 
Stoops from above, incumbent on the main, 
Where-c'er he flies, he drives the rack before, 
And rolls the billows on th' Agean ſhore : 
So where refiſtleſs Turnus takes his courſe, 
The ſcatter'd ſquadrons bend before his force: 
His creſt of horſe's hair is blown behind, 
By adverſe air, and ruſtles in the wind. 

This, haughty Phegeus ſaw with high diſdain, 
And as the chariot roll'd along the plain, 
Light from the ground he leap'd, and ſeiz'd the ( 

rein. 
Thus hung in air, he ſ.ill retain'd his hold; 
The courſers frighted, and their courſe controll'd. 
U3 
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The lance of Turnus reach'd him as he hung, 
And pierc'd his plated arms; but paſs'd along, 
And only raz'd the ſkin: he turn'd, and held 
goinſt his threat'ning foe his ample ſhicld ; 
Juen call'd for aid: but while he cry'd in vain, 
"he chariot bore him backward on the plain. 
Ile lies revers'd; the victor-xing deſcends, 
And firikes ſo juſtly where his helmet ends, 
He lops the head. The Latian fields are drunk 
With ſtreams that iſſue from the bleeding trunk. 

While he triumphs, and while the Trojans yield, 
The wounded prince is forc'd to leave the field: 
Strong Mneſihevs, and Achates often try'd, 
And young Aſcanius weeping by his ſide, 
Conduct him to bis tent: ſcarce can be rear 
Tis limbs from earth, ſupported on his ſpear. 
Reſolv'd in mind, regardleſs of the ſmart, 
Ile tugs with both his hands, and breaks the dart. 
"The ſtce] remains. No readier way he found 
To draw the wenzpon, than t' enlarge the wound. 
F.ager of fight, impatient of delay, 
Ile begs; and his unwilling friends obey. 

Iapis was at hand to prove his art, 
Whoſe blooming youth ſo fir'd Apollo's heart, 
That for his love he proffer'd to beſtow 
Vis tuneſul harp, and his unerring bow: 
The pious youth, more ſtudious how to ſave 
His aged fire, now ſinking to the grave, 
Prefer'd the pow'r of plants, and filent praiſe 
Of healing arts, before Phœbeian bays. 
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Propp*'d on his lance the penſive hero ſiood, 
Ard heard and ſaw unmov'd the mourning crowd. | 
The fam'd phyſician tucks his robes around, 

With ready hands, and haſtens to the wound. 


WW 


With gentle touches he performs his part, 
This way and that ſoliciting the dart, 0 
And exerciſes ail his heav'nly art. > 


All ſoft'ning ſmples, known of ſov'reign uſe, 
He preſſes out, and pours their noble juice; 
Theſe fufſt in:fus'd, to lenify the pain, 
He tugs with pincers, but he tugs in vain. 
Then to the patron of his art he pray'd; 
Ihe patron of his art reſus'd his aid. 

Meantime the war approaches to the tents : 
Th alarm grows hotter, and the noiſe avgments : 
The driving duſt proclaims the danger near, 0 
And firſt their friends, and then their foes appear; 
Their friends retreat, their foes purſue the rear. 5 | 
The camp is fill'd with terror and affright; 
The hiſſing ſhafts within the trench alight; 
An undiſlinguiſh'd noiſe aſcends the ſy ; | 
The ſhouts of thoſe who kill, and groans of thoſe | 

who die. 

But now the goddeſs-mother, moy'd with grief, 
And pierc'd with pity, haftens her relief. 
A branch of healing dittany ſhe brought, 
Which in the Cretan fields with care ſhe ſought: 
Rovghk is the ſtem, which wooly leaves ſurround 3 
Ihe leaves with flow'rs, the flow'rs with purple 

ct ound: 


. — 


— — 
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Well known to wounded goats; a ſure relief 

To draw the pointed ſteel, and caſe the grief. 

Tl.is Venus brings, in clouds invoiv'd, and brews 
TH? extracted liquor, with ambroſian dews 

And od'rous panzcee: unſeen ſhe ſtands, 
Temp'ring the mixture with her heav'nly hands: 
And pours it in a bowl, already crown'd 

With juice of med*'cinal herbs prepar'd to bathe the 


wound. 
The leech, unknowing of ſuperior art, 2 
Vhiich aids the cure, with this foments the part; 
And in 2 moment ceas'd the raging ſmart. 5 


Stanch'd is the blood, and in the bottom ſtands: 
The ſteel, but ſcarcely touch'd with tender hands, 
Moves vp, and follows of its own accord; 
And health and vigour are at once reſtor'd. 
Japis firſt perceiv'd the cloſing wound, 
And firſt the footſteps of a god he found. 
Arms, arras, he cries, the ſword and ſhield prepare, 
And ſend the willing chief renew'd to war. 
This is no mortal work, no cure,of mine, 
Nor art's eſſect, but done by hands di ine: 
Some god our gen'ral to the battle ſends ; 
Some god preſcrves his life for greater ends. 
The hero zrms in haſte : his hands infold 
Bis thighs with cui:bes of refulgent gold: 
Inflam'd to fight, and ruſhing to the field, 
That hand ſuſtaining the celeſlial ſhield, 
This gi ipes the lance, and with ſuch vigour ſhakes, 
That to the reſt the beamy weapon quakes. 
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Then with a cioſe embrace he ſtrain'd his ſon, 
And, kiſſing thro” his helmet, thus begun. 

My ſon, from my example lcarn the war, 

In camps to ſuſſer, and in fields to dare: 5 
But happier chance than mine attend thy care. 
This day my hand thy tender age ſhall hicld, 
And crown with honours of the conquer'd field: 
Thou, when thy riper years hall ſend thee forth, 
To toils of war, be mindful of my worth, 

Aﬀert thy birthright ; and in arms be known, 

For Hector's nephew, and Æneas' ſon. 

He ſaid ; and, ſtriding, iſfſu'd on the plain; 
Anteus, and Mneſtheus, and a num'rous train 
Attend his ſteps: the reſt their weapons take, 
And crowding to the field, the camp forſake. 

A cloud of blinding duſt is rais'd around 
Labours beneath their feet the trembling ground. 

Now Turnus, poſted on à hill, from far 
Beheld the progreſs of the moving war: 

With him the Latins view'd the cover'd plains; 
And tae chill blood ran backward in their veins. 
Juturna ſaw th' advancing troops appear; 

And heard the hoſtile ſound, and fled for fear. 

A neas leads; and draws a ſweeping train, 
Clos'd in their ranks, and pouring on the plain. 
As when a whirlwind ruſting to the ſhore, 

From the mid ocean drives the waves before: 
The painful hind, with heavy heart, foreſees 
The flatted fields, and laughter of the trees; 
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With ſuch impetuons rage the prince appears, 
Before bis doubled front; nor leſs deſtruction bears. 
And now both zrmies ſhock, in open field; 
Oſyris is by ſirong Thymbrzus kill'd. 
Archetius, Ufens, Epu!on, are ſlain, 
(All fam'd in arms, and of the Latian train), 
By Gyas, Mneſtheus, and Achates hand : 
The fatal avgur falls, by whoſe command 
The truce was broken, and whoſe lance, embra'd 
With Trojan blood, th' unhappy fight reneu'd. 
Loud ſhovts and clamours rend the liquid ſky, 
And o'er the field the frighted Latins fly. 
The prince diſdains the daſtards to purſue, 
Nor moves to meet in arms the fighting few: 
Turnus alone, amid the duſky plain, 
He ſecks, and to the combat calls in vain. 
Juturna heard, and, ſeiz'd with mortal fear, 
Forc'd from the beam her brother's charioteer ; 
Aſſumes his ſhape, bis armour, and his mien; 
And like Metiſcus in his feat is ſeen. 

As the black ſwalluw near the palace plies; 
O'er empty courts, and under arches flies: 
Now hawks aloft, now ſkims along the flood, 
To furniſh her loquacious neſt with food: 
So drives the rapid goddeſs o'er the plains; 
The ſmoking horſes run with looſen'd reins. 
She ſteers a various courſe among the foes ; 
Now here, now there, her conqu'ring brother ſhows : 
Now with a ſtraight, now with a wheeling flight, 
She turns, and bends, but ſhuns the ſingle fight, 
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A neas, fr'd with fury, brezks the crov'd, 
And ſeeks lis ſoc, and calls by name aloud : 
Fe runs within a narrower ring, and tries 
To ſtop the chariot, but the chariot flies. 
If he but gain a glimpſe, Juturne fears, 
And far away the Daunian hero bears, 
What ſhou'd he do! nor arts nor arms avail; 
And various cares in vain his mind ailail; 
The great Meſſapus, thund' ring thro? the fie!d, 
In his left hand two pointed jay*lins held: 
Encount'ring on the prince, one dart he drew, 
And with unerring aim and utmoſt vigour threw. 
FX neas ſaw it come, and ſtooping low 
Beneath his buckler, ſnunn'd che threat'ning blow. 
The weapon hiis'a above lis head, and tore 
The waving plume which on his helm he wore. 
Forc'd by this hoſtile act, and fir'd with ffice, 
That flying Turnus fti;! declin'd the fight, 
The prince, whole piety had long repell'd 
His inborn ardour, now invades the field : 
Invokes the pow'rs of violated peace, 
Their rites, and irjur'd altars to redreſs: 
Then to his rage abundoning the rein, 
With blood and ſlaughter'd bodies fills the plain. 
What god can tell, what numbers can diſplay 
The various labours of that fatal day? 
What chiefs and champions fell on either ſide, 
In combat flain, or by what deaths they died! 
Whom Turnus, whom the Trojan bero kilPd; 
Who ſhar'd the fame aud {tu of the field? 
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Jove, con*dſt thou view, and not avert thy ſight, 2 
Two jarring nations join'd in cruel fight, 
Whom leagues of laſting love ſo ſhortly ſhall unite! 

Aneas firſt Rutulian Sucro found, 

Whoſe valour made the Trojans quit their ground: 
Betwixt his ribs the jav'lin drove ſo juſt, 

It reach'd his heart, nor needs a ſecond thruſt. 
Now Turnus, at two blows, two brethren ſlew ; 
Firſt from his horſe fierce Amicus he threw; 

Then leaping on the ground, on foot affail'd 
Diores, and in equal fight prevaiPd. 

Their lifeleſs trunks he leaves upon the place; 
Their heads diſtilling gore his chariot grace. 

Three cold on earth the Trojan hero threw 
Whom without reſpite at one charge he flew: 
Cethegus, Tanais, Tagus, fell oppreſs'd, 

And ſad Onythes added to the reſt, 
Of Theban blood, whom Peridia bore. 

Turnus two brothers, from the Lycian ſhore 
And from Apollo's fane to battle ſent, 

O' erthrew, nor Phœbus cou'd their fate prevent. 
Peaceful Mznetes after theſe he kill'd, 

Who long had ſhunn'd the dangers of the field: 
On Lerna's lake a ſilent life he led, 

And with his nets and angle earn'd his bread. 
Nor pompous carcs, nor palaces he knew, 

But wiſely from th' infectious world withdrew. 
Poor was his houie, his father's painful hand 
Diſcharg'd his rent, and plough'd 2notber's land. 
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As flames among the lofty woods are thrown, 
On diff*rent ſides, and both by winds are blown, 
The laurels crackle in the ſputt'ring fire; 

The frighted ſil vans from their ſhades retire : 

Or as two neighb'ring torrents fall from high, 
Rapid they run; the foamy waters fry: 

They roll to ſea with unreſiſted force, 

And down the rocks precipitate their courſe: 

Not with leſs rage the rival heroes take 

Their diiF*rent ways; nor leſs deſtruction make. 
With ſpears afar, with ſwords at hand they ſtrike, 
And zeal of flavghter fires their ſouls alike. 

Like them, their dauntleſs men maintain the field, 
And heerts are piere'd unknowirg how to yield: 
They blow for blow return, and wound for wound; 
And heaps of bodies raiſe the level ground. 

Murranus, boaſting of his blood, that ſprings 

From a long royal race of Latian kings, 

Is by the Trojan from his chariot thrown, 

Cruſh'd with the weight of an unwieldy ſtone : 
Betwixt the wheels he fell; the wheels that bore.. 
His living load, his dying body tore. 

His ſtarting Needs, to ſbun the glitt'ring ſword, , 
Paw down his trampled limbs, forgetful of their lord. 

Fierce Hillus threaten'd high, and face to face 
Affronted Turnus in the middle ſpace : 

The prince encounter'd him in full career, 

And at his temples aim'd the deadly fpear ; 

So fatally the flying weapon ſped, 

That thro? his brazen helm it picrc'd his head. 
vor. III. X : 


242 VIRGIL's R. xn. v. 790. 


Nor Ciſſeus cou'dſt thon ſcape from Turnus hand, 
In vain the ſtronge ſt of th' Arcadia band. 

Nor to Crpentus cou'd his gods afford 

Availing aid againft th' nean ſword ; 

Which to his naked heart purſu'd the courſe ; 
Nor could his plated ſhield ſuſtain che force. 

Iolus fell, whom not the Grecian pow'rs, 

Nor great ſubverter of the Trojan tow'rs, 

Were doom'd to kill, while heav*n prolong'd his date: 
But who can paſs the bounds prefix'd by fate; 

In high Lyrneſſus, and in Troy, he held 

Two palaces, and was from each expell'd: 

Of all the mighty man, the laſt remains 

A little ſpot of foreign earth contains. 

And now both hoſf's their broken troops unite, 

In equal ranks, and mix in mortal fight. 
Sereſthus, and undaunted Mneſtheus, join 

The Trojan, Tuſcan, and Arcadian line: 

Sea-born Meſſapus, with Atinas, heads 

The Latin ſquadrons, and to battle leads. 


They —_ they puſh, they throng the ſcanty 
pace 
Reſolv'd on death, impatient of Hifgrace 3 
And where one falls, another fills his place. 
The Cyprian goddeſs now infpires her ſon 
To leave th' unfiriſh'd fight, and ſtorm the town. 
For while he rolls his eyes around the plain, 
In queſt of Turnus, whom he ſeeks in vain, 
He views th' unguarded city from afar, 95 
In careleſs quiet, and ſecure of war: 
= 
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Occaſion offers, and excites his mind 
To dare beyond the taſk he firſt deſign'd. 
Reſolv'd, he calls his chiefs ; they leave the fight; 
Attended thus, he takes a neighb'ring beight : 
The c:owding troops about their gen'ral ſtanQ, 
All under arms, and wait his high command. 
Then thus the lofty prince: Hear, and obey; 
Ye Trojan bands, without the leaſt delay. 
Jove is with us, and what I have decreed 
Requires our utmoſt vigour, and cur ſpecd. 
Your inſtant arms ageinſt the town prepare; 
The ſource of miſchief, and the ſeat of war. 
This day the Latian tow'rs, th-t mate the ſy, 
Shall level with the plain in aſhes ly: 
The people ſhall be ſlaves; unleſs in time 
They kneel for pardon, and repent their crime. 
Twice have our foes been vanquiſh'd on the plain; 
Then ſhall I wait till Turnus will be lain? 
Your force againſt the perjur'd city bend: 
There it began, and there the war ſhall cnd. 
The peace profan'd our rightful arms requires 
Cleanſe the polluted place with purging fircs. 

He finiſt's ; and one foul inſpiring all, 
Form'd in a wedge, the ſoot appreach the wall. 
Without the town, an upprovided train 
Of gaping, gazing citizens are ſlain. 
Some fire-brands, others ſcaling-ladders bear; 
And thoſe they toſs aloft, and theſe they rear: 
The flames now launch'd, the ſcather'd arrows f 
And clouds of miſſive arms obſcure the fy. 
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Advancing to the front, the hero ſtands, 
And ſtretching out to heav'n his pions hands, 
Atteſts the gods, aſſerts his innocence, 
Upbraids with breach of faith th' Avſonian prince: 
Declares the royal honour doubly ſtain'd, 
And twice the rites of holy peace profan'd. 
Diſſenting clamours in the town ariſe; 
Each will be heard, and all at once adviſe. 
One part for peace, and one for war contends : 
Some won'd exclude their foes, and ſome admit their 
friends. 
The helpleſs king is hurry'd in the throng, 
And whate'er tide prevails, is borne along. 
Thus when the ſwain, within a hollow rock, 
Invades the bees with ſuſſocating ſmoke, 
They run around, or labour on their wings, 
Diſas'd to flight, and ſhoot their ſleep y ſtings : 
To ſhun the bitter fumes in vain they try; 
Black vapours, iſſuing from the vent, involve the ſky. 
But fate, and envious fortune, now prepare 
To plunge the Latins in the laſt deſpair. 
The queen, who ſaw the foes invade the town, 
And brands on tops of burning houſes thrown z 
Caſt round her eyes, diſtracted with her fear, 
No troops of Turnus in the field appear. | 
Once more ſhe ſtares abroad, but ſtill in vain: 
And then concludes the royal youth is lain. 
Mad with her anguiſh, impotent to bear 
The mighty grief, ſhe looths the vital air. 
She calls herſelf the cauſe of all this ill, 
And owns the dire eſſects of her ungovern'd will: 
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She raves againſt the gods, ſhe beats her breaſt, 
She tears with both her hands her purple veſt, 
Then round a beam a running nooſe ſhe tied ; 
And, faſten'd by the neck, obſcenely died. 
Soon as the fatal news by fame was blown, 
And to her dames, and to her daughter known: 
The ſad Lavinia rends her yellow hair, 
And roſy cheeks ; the reſt ker ſorrow ſhare : 
With ſhricks the palace rings, and madncſs of 
deſpair. 
The ſpreading rumour fills the public place; 
Conſuſon, fear, J:ſtraftion, and diſgrace, 8 
And ſilent ſhame are ſeen in cry face. 
Latinus tears his prinents as he goes, 
Both for his public aud his private woes : 
With filth his vener-bl. beard beſmeats, 
And ſordid duſt defor n:s his ſilver hairs, 
And much he blames he ſofrnefs C his mind, 
Obnoxious to the (hermes of wamar kind, 6 
And ſoon reduc'd to change u het he {u well deſigned: 5 
To break the ſolemn league. fo long deſir'd, 
Nor f:r:ih what his fates, und thoſe of Troy, requir'd, 
Now Turr-us rolls aloof o'cr empty plains, 
And here and there f. me ſtrap; ling foes he gleans. 
His flying courſers pleaſe hin lefs and Icfs, 
Aſhem'd of eaſy fight and cheap ſucceſs. 
Thus half-contentcd, anxious in bis mind, 
The diſtant cries come driving in the wind : 
Shouts from thewa!is, but ſhouts in murmurs drowa'd; 
A jarring mixture, and a boding ſound. 
X 3 
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Alas, ſaid he, what mean theſe diſmal cries, 
What doleful elamour from the town ariſe? 
Confus'd, he ſtops, and backward pulls the reins: 
She, who the driver's office now ſuſtains, 
Replies; Neglect, my lord, theſe new alarms; 
Here fight, and urge the fortune of your arms: 
There went not others to defend the wall: 

If by your rival's hand th' Italians fall. 

So ſha!! your fatal ſword his friends oppreſs, 

In honour equal, equal in ſucceſs. 

To this the prince: O filter, (for I knew 
The peace infting'd proceeded firſt from you), 
I knew you when you mingled firſt in fight, 
And now in vain you uou'd deccive my fight: 
Why, goddeſs, this unprofitable cart? 

Who ſent you down from heav'n, involy'd in air, 
Your ſhere of mortal ſorrows to ſuſtain, 

And ſee your brother bleeding on the plain? 
For to what pow*r can Turnus have recourſe, 
Or how reſiſt his fate's prevailing force! 
Theſe eyes beheld Murranus bite the ground. 
Mighty the man, and mighty was the wonnd. 
I heard my deareſt friend, with dying breath, 
My name invoking to revenge his death: 
Brave Ufens fell with honour on the place; 
To ſhun the ſhameſul fight of my diſgrace. 
On earth ſupine a manly corps he lies; 

His veſt and armour are the victor's prize. 
Then ſhall I ſee Laurentum in a flame, 
Which only wanted to complete wy ſhame?. 


«a. 
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How will the Latins hoot their champion's flight; 
How Drences will inſult, and point them to the fight! 
Is death fo hard to bear? Ye gods below, 

(Since thoſe above fo ſmall compaſſion ſhow), 
Receive a ſoul unſully'd yet with ſhame, 

Which not belies my great forefathers*' name. 

He ſaid : and while he ſpoke, with flying fpced, 

Came Sages vrging on his foamy ſteed; 

Fix'd on his wounded face a ſhaft he bore, 

And ſecking Turnus ſent his voice before: 
Turnus, on you, on you alone depends 

Our laſt relief; compaſſionate your friends. 

Like lightning, fierce A:neas rolling on, 

With arms inveſts, with flames invades the town : 
The brends :re toſs'd on high: the winds conſpire 
To «drive along the deluge of the fire: 

All eyes are fix'd on you; your foes rejoice 
Ev'n the King ſtaggers, and ſuſpends his choice. 
Doubts to deliver, or defcud the town 

Whom to reje&t, or whom to call his ſon. 

The queen, on whom your utmoſt hopes were plac'd, 
Herſelf ſuborning death, has breath'd her laſt. 
*Tis true, Meſſapus, fearleſs of bis fate, 
With fierce Atinas' aid, defencs the gate: 

On ev'ry fide ſurrounded by the foe 2 
The more they kill, the greater numbers grow; 
An iron harveſt mounts, and till remains to mow. 5 
You, far aloof from your forſaken bands, 

Yeur rolling chariot drive o'er empty ſands. 

| Stupid he fat, his eyes on earth declin'd, 
And various cares revol ving in his mind: 
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And ſorrow, mix'd with ſhame, bis ſoul oppreſi d; 

And conſcious worth lzy lab'ring in his thought: 

And love by jealouſy to madneſs wrought. 

By flow degrees his reaſon drove away 

The miſts of paſſion, and reſum'd her ſway. 

Then, riſing on lis car, he turn'd his look; 

And ſaw the town involv'd in fire and ſmoke. 

A wooden tow'r with flames already blaz'd, 

Which his own hands on beams and rafters rais'd : 

And bridges laid above to join the ſpace : 

And wheels below to rol! from place to place. 

Siſter, the fates have vanquiſh'd : let us go 

The way which heav'n and my hard fortune ſhow, 

The fight is fix'd : nor ſhall the branded name 

Of a baſe coward blot your brother's fame. 

Death is my choice : but ſuffer me to try 

My force, and vent my rage before 1 die. 

He ſaid, and leaping down without delay, 

Throꝰ crowds of ſcatter d foes he freed his way. 

Striding he paſi d, impetuous as the wind, 

And left the grieving goddeſs far behind. 

As when a fragment, from a mountain torn 

By raging tempeſts, or by torrents borne, 

Or ſpp'd by time, or looſen'd from the roots, 

Prone thro? the void the rocky ruin ſhoots, 

Rolling from creg to crag, from ſteep to Neep; 

Down ſink at once the ſhepherds and their ſheep, 

Involv'd alike, they ruſh to nether ground, 

Stunn d with the ſhock they fall, and ſtunn'd from earth 
re bound. 
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So Turnus, haſting headlong to the town, 
Should' ring and ſhoving, bore the ſquadrons down. 
Still prefling onward, to the walls he drew, 
Where ſhafts, and ſpears, and darts promiſcuous 
erz 
And ſarguine ſtreams the ſſippꝰ ry ground embrue. 
Firſt ſtretching out his arms, in ſign of peace, 
He cries aloud, to make the combat ceaſe; 
Rutulians, hold, and Latian troops retire 
The ſght is mine, and me the gods require. 
Tis juſt that I ſhou'd vindicate alone 
The broken truce, or for the breach wtone. 
This day ſhall free from wars th' Auſonian ſtate; . 
Or finiſh my misfortunes in my ſate. 
Both armies from their bloody work deſiſt: 
And, bearing backward, form a ſpacious liſt, ; 
The Trojan hero, who receiv'd from fame 
The welcome ſound, and heard the champion's name, 
Soon leaves the taken works, and mounted walls, 
Greedy of war, where greater glory calls. 
He ſprings to fight, exulting in his force; 
His jointed armour rattles in the courſe. 
Like Eryx, or like Athos, great he ſhows, 
Or father Apennine, when white with ſuows, 
His head divine obſcure in clouds he hides, 
Aud ſhakes the ſounding foreſt on his ſides. 
The nations, over-aw'd, ſurecaſe the fight, 
Immoveable their bodies; fix'd their ſight : 
Ev'n Death ſtands ſtill; nor from above they throw 
Their darts, nor drive their batt'ring rams below, 
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In Glent order either army ſtænds ; 
And drop their ſwords, unknowing, from their hands. 
Th' Auſonian king beholds, with wond”ring C.ght, 
Two mighty champions match'd in ſingle fight ; 
Born under climes remote; and brought, by fate, 
With ſwords to try their titles to the ſtate. 
Now in clos'd field, each other from afar 
They view; and, rulhing on, begin the war. 
They launch their ſpears, then hand to hand they meetz 
The tremblirg ſoil reſounds beneath their feet: 
Their buckles claſb, thick blows deſcend from high, 
And flakes of fire from their hard belmets fly. 
Courage conſpires with chance; and both engage 
With equal fortune yet, and mutual rage. 
As when two bulls for their fair female fight, 
In Sila's ſhades, or on Taburnus' height, 
With horns adverſe they meet; the keeper ſſies: 
Mute ſtands the herd, the hcifers roll their eyes; 
And wait th' event z which victor they ſhall bear, 
And who ſhall be the lord, to rule the luſty year: 
With rage of love the jealous rivals burn, 
And puſh for puſh, and wound for wound return: 
Their dewlaps gor'd, their fides are lav'd in blood: 
Loud crics and roaring ſounds rebellow thro? the wood. 
Such was the combat in the liſted ground; 
So claſh their ſwords, and ſo their ſhiclds re ſound. 
Jove ſets the beam; in either ſcale he lays 
The champions fate, and each exactly weighs. 
On this fide, life and lucky chance aſcends : 
Loaded with death, that other ſcale deſcends. 
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Rais'd on the ſtretch, young Turnus aims a blow 

Fall on the helm of his unguarded foe : 

Shrill ſhouts and clamours ring on either fide 3 

As hopes and fears their panting hearts divide. 

But all in pieces flies the traitor ſword, 

And, in the middle ſtroke, deſerts his lord. 

Now ?tis but death or flight : diſarm'd he flies, 

When in his hand an unknown hilt he ſpies. 

Fame ſays, that Turnus, when his ſteeds he join'd, 

Hurrying to war, diſorder'd in his mind, 8 
Snatch'd the firſt weapon which his haſte cou'd find. 

Twas not the fated ſword his father bore 

But that his charioteer Metifcus wore. 

This, while the Trojans fled, the toughneſs held: 

But vain again? the great Vulcanian ſhield. 

The mortaktemper'd ſteel decery'd his band: 
The ſhiver'd fragments ſhone amid the ſand. 

Baourpriz d with fear, he fled along the held ; 

And now forthright, and now in orbits wheel'd. 

For here the Trojan troops the Hiſt ſurround z 

And there the paſs is clos'd with pools and marſhy 


ground. 
Eneas haſtens, tho? with heavier pace, 
His wound, fo newly knit, retards the chace : 
And oft his trembling knees their aid refuſe, 
Yet preſſing ſoot by foot his foe purſues. 
Thus, when a fearful fizg is clos'd around 
With crimſon toils, or in a river found; 
High on the bank the deep-mouth'd hound appears; 
Still op'ning, following ſeill, where-e'cr he ſteers: 
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The perſecuted ereature, to and fro 

Turns here and there to ſcape his Umbrian foe: 

Steep is th' aſcent, and if he gains the land, 

The purple death is pitch'd along the firand : 

His eager foe determin'd to the chace, 

Stretch'd at his length gains ground at ev'ry pace: 

Now to his beamy head he makes his way, 

And now he holds, or thinks he holds his prey : 

-Juſt at the pinch the ſtog ſprings out with fear, 

He bites the wind, and fills his ſounding jaws with air, 

The rocks, the lakes, the meadows ring with cries; 

The mortal tumult mounts, and thunders in the ſkies, 
Thus flies the Daunian prince: and, flying, blames 

His tardy troops; and, calling by their names, 

Demand his truſty ſword. The Trojan threats 

The realm with ruin, and their ancient ſeats 

To lay in aſhes, if they dare ſupply 

With arms or aid his vanquiſh'd enemy : 

Thus menacing, he ſtill purſues the courſe 

With vigour, tho” diminiſh'd of his force. 

Ten times already, round the liſted place, 

One chief had fled, and Yother giv'n the chace: 

No trivial prize is play'd; for on the life 

Or death of Turnus now depends the ſtrife. 
Within the ſpace an olive tree had ſtood, e 

A ſacred ſhade, a venerable wood, 

For vows to Faunus paid, the Latins guardian god. 

Here hung the veſts, and tablets were engrav'd, - 

Of ſinking mariners from ſhipwreck ſav'd. 

With heedleſs hands the Trojans fell'd the tree, 

To make the ground inclos'd for combat free. 
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Deep in the root; whether by fate or chance, 
Or erring haſte, the Trojan drove his lance: 
Then ſtoop'd, and tugg d with force immenſe; to free 
Th' encumber d ſpear from the tenacious tree: 
That whom his fainting limbs purſu'd in vain, 
His flying weapon might from far attain. 
Confus'd with fear, bereft of human aid, 
Then Turnus to the gods, and firſt to Faunus pray'd. 
O Faunus pity, and thou mother carth, 
Where I thy foſter-ſon receiv'd my birth, 
Hold faſt the ſteel; if my religious hand 
Your plant has honour'd, which your foes profan'd; 
Propitious hear my pious pray'r! He ſaid, 
Nor with ſucceſsleſs vows invok'd their aid. 
Th incumbent hero wrench'd, and pulld, and ftrain'd; 
But fill the ſtubborn earth the ſteel detain'd. 
Juturna took her time; and while in vain 
He ſtrove, afſum'd Metiſcus' form again: 
And, in that imitated ſhape, reſtor'd 
To the deſpairing prince his Daunian ſword. 
The queen of love, who, with diſdain and grief, 
Saw the bold nymph afford this prompt relicf; 
T' affert her offspring with a greater deed, 
From the tough root the ling'ring weapon freed. 
Once more ere, the rival chicfs advance; 2 
One truſts the ſword, and one the pointed lance: 
And both reſoly'd alike to try their fatal chance. 
Meantime imperial Jove to Juno ſpoke, 
Who from a ſhining cloud beheld the ſhock : 
Vor. II. Y 
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Nhat new arreſt, O queen of heav'n, is ſent 
To ſtop the fates, now lad'ring in th' event. 
What further hopes are left thee to purſuc? 
Divine Aneas (and thou know'ſt it too) 
Fore-doom'd to theſe celeſtial ſeats is due. 5 
V hat more attempts for Turnus can be made, 
That thus thou ling'reſt in this lonely ſhade ! 
Is it becoming of the due reſpect 
And awful honour of a god elect, 
A wound unworthy of our ſtate to feel; 
Patiept of human hands, and earthly ſteel ? 
Or ſcems it juſt, the ſiſter ſhould reſtore 
A ſecond ſword, when one was loſt before; 8 
And arm a conquer'd wretch againſt his conqueror? 
For what without thy knowledge and avow, 
Nay more, thy dictate, durſt Juturna do? 
At laſt, in def*rence to my love, forbear 
To lodge within thy ſoul this anxious care: 
| Reclin'd upon my breaſt, thy grief unload; 
Who ſhould relieve the goddeſs but the god? 
Now, all things to their utmoſt iſſue tend; 
Puſn'd by the fates to their appointed end: 
While leave was giv'n thee, and a lawful hour 
For vengeance, wrath, and unrefſted pow'r : 
Toſs'd on the ſeas thou couꝰdſt thy foes diſtreſs, 
And driv'n aſhore, with hoſtile arms oppreſs : 
Deform the royal houſe; and from the ſide 
Of the juſt bridegroom tear the plighied bride : 
Now ceaſe at my command. The thund'rer ſaid : 
And with dejected eyes this anſwer Juno made. 


B. XII. v. 1177. EN EIS. 255 


Becauſe your dread decree too well I knew; 
From Turnus and from earth unwilling I withdrew. 
Elſe ſhou'd you not behold me here alone, 
Involy'd in empty clouds my friends bemoar: ; 
But girt with vengeful flames, in open ſx, 
Engag'd againſt my foes in mortal fight. 
'Tis true, Juturna n.ingled in the ſtrife 
By my command, to ſave her brother”s life; 
At leaſt to try: but by the Stygian lake, 
(The moſt religions oath the gods can take), 
With this reſtriction, not to bend the bow, 
Or toſs the ſpear, or trembling dart to throw, 
And now, reſign'd to your ſuperior might, 
And tir'd with fruitleſs toils, I loath the fight. 
This let me beg, (and this no fates withſtand), 
Both for myſelf and for your father's land, 
That when the nuptial bed ſhall bind the peace, 
(Which I, fince you ordain, conſent to bleſs), 
The laws of either nation be the ſame; 
But let the. Latins ſtill retain their name: 
Speak the ſame language which they ſpoke beſore; 
Wear the ſame habits which their grandſires wore : 
Call them not Trojans : periſh the renown, 
And name of Troy, with that deteſted town : 
Latium be Latium ſtill; let Alba reign, 
And Rome's immortal majeſty remain. 

Then thus the founder of mankind replies; 
(Unruffled was his front, ſerene his eyes): 
Can Saturn's iſſue, and heav'n's other heir, 
| Such endleſs anger in her boſom bear? 
Y 2 
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Be miſtreſs, and your full deſires obtain: 

But quench the choler you foment in vain. 

From ancient blood th* Auſonian people ſprung, 

Shall keep their name, their habit, and their tongue. 

The Trojans to their cuſiom ſhall be ty'd, 

I will, myſelf, their common rites provide Q 

The natives ſhall command, the forcigners ſubſide. 

All ſhall be Latium ; Troy without a name: 

And her loſt ſons forget from whence they came. 

From blood ſo mix'd a pious race ſhall flow, 

Equal to gods, excelling all below. 

No nation more reſpect to you ſhall pay, 

Or greater off rings on your altars lay. 

Juno conſents, well pleas'd that her deſires 

Had found ſucceſs, and from the cloud retires. 
The peace thus made, the thund'rer next prepares 

To force the watry goddeſs from the wars. 

Deep in the diſmal regions, void of light, 

Three daughters at a birth were born to Night: 

Theſe their brown mother, brooding on her care, 

Indulg'd with windy wings to flit in air: 0 | 

Witch ſerpents girt alike, and crown'd with * 

hair. 

In heav'n the Diræ call'd, and ſtill at hand, 

Before the throne of angry Jove they ſtand, 

His miniſters of wrath; and ready ſtill 

The minds of mortal men with fears to fill: 

Whene'er the moody ſire, to wreak his hate 

On realms or towns, deſerving of their fate, 
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Hurls down diſeaſes, death, and deadly care, 
And terrifies the guilty world with war. 
One ſiſter-plague of theſe from heav'n he ſent, 
To fright Juturna with a dire portent. 
The peſt comes whirling down: by far more flow 
Springs the ſwift arrow from the Parthian bow, 
Or Cydon yew ; when traverſing the ſkies, 
And, drench'd in pois'nous juice, the ſure deſtruction 
flies. 
With ſuch, a ſudden and unſeen a flight, 
Shot thro? the clouds the daughter of the Night. 
Soon as the ficld inclos'd ſhe had in view, 
And-from afar her deſtin*d quarry knew: 
Contracted, to the boding bird ſhe turns, 
Which haunts the ruin'd piles and hallow'd urns, 
And beats about the tombs with nightly wings; 
Where ſongs obſcene on ſepulchres ſhe ſings. 
Thus leſſen'd in her form, with frightful cries 
The fury round unhappy Turnus flies, 
Flaps on his ſhield, and flutters o'cr his eyes. 
A lazy chilneſs crept along his blood, 
Chok'd was his voice, his hair with horror ſtood, 
Juturna from afar beheld her fly, 
And knew th? ill omen by her ſcrezming cry, 
And ſtridour of her wings. Amaz'd with fear, 
Her beauteous breaſt ſhe beat, and rent her flowing 
hair. 
Ah me, ſhe cries, in this unequal ſtrife, 
What can thy ſiſter more to ſave thy liſe 
Y 3 | 
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Weak as I am, can I, alas, contend 

In arms with that inexorable fiend ! 

Now, now, I quit the field | forbear to fright 

My tender ſoul, ye baleful birds of night ! 

Tae laſhing of your wings I know too well: 

The ſounding flight and fun'ral ſcreams of hell! 

Theſe are the gifts you bring from haughty Jove, 

The worthy recompence of raviſh'd love! 

Did he for this exempt my life from fate 

0 hard conditions of immortal ſtate ! 

Tho born to death, not privileg'd to die, 

But forc'd to bear impos'd eternity 

T#ke back your cnvious bribes, and let me go 

Companion to my brother's ghoſt below! 

The joys are vaniſh'd: nothing now remains 

Of lite immortal, but immortal pains. 

What earth will open ber devoming womb, 

To reſt a weary goddeſs in the tomb! 

She drew a length of ſghs; no more ſhe ſaid, 

Bur in ber azure mantle wrapp'd her head: 

Then plung'd into ber ſtream with deep deſpair, 

And her laſt ſobs came bubbling up in air. 
Now ſtern Xneas waves bis weighty ſpear 

Agzinſt his foe, and thus upbraids his fear: 

What farther ſubterfuge can Turnus find ? 

What empty bopes arc harbour'd in his mind? 

Tis not thy ſwiftneſs can ſecure thy flight : 

Not with their feet, bot hands, the valiant fight. 

Vary thy ſbape in thouſand forms, and dare 

What fill and courage can attempt in war: 
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Wiſh for the wings of wind to mount the ſky; 

Or hid, within the hollow earth to ly. 

The champion ſhook his head, and made this ſhort 
reply. 

No threats of thine my manly mind can move; 

*Tis hoſtile heav'n I dread, and partial Jove. 

He ſaid no more; but, with a ſigb, repreſs'd 

The mighty ſorrow in his ſwelling breaſt. 

Then, as he roll'd his troubled eyes around, 2 

An antique ſtone he ſaw; the common bound 

of neighb'ring fields, and barrier of the ground: 

So vaſt, that twelve ſtrong men of modern days 

Th' enormous weight from earth cou'd hardly raiſe. 

He heav'd it at a lift; and, pois'd on high, 

Ran ſtagg'ring on againſt his enemy. 

But fo diforder'd, that he ſcarcely knew 

His way; or what unwieldy weight he threw. 

His knocking knees are bent bencath the Joad: 

And ſhiv'ring cold congeals his vital blood. 

The ſtone drops from his ums; and falling ſhort, 

Fer want of vigour, mocks his vain effort. 

And as, when heavy fleep has clos'd the ſight, 

The ſickly fancy labours in the night: 

We ſeem to run; and, deſtitute of force, 

Our ſinking limbs forſake us in the courſe : 

In vain we heave for breath, in vain we cry; 2 

The nerves, unbrac'd, their uſual ſtrength deny ; 

And on the tongue the ſault'ring accents die: 5 
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So Turnus far'd ; whatever means he try'd, 
All force of arms and points of art employ'd, 
The fury flew athwart, and made th* endeavour 
void. 

A thouſand various thoughts his ſoul confound; 
He ſtar'd about, nor aid nor iſſue found : 
His own GW 

ſurround. 

Once more he pauſes; and looks out again: 
And ſeeks the goddeſs charioteer in vain. 
Trembling he views the thund”ring chief advance, 
And branliſhing aloft the deadly lance: 
Amaz'd, he ccw'rs beneath his conqu'ring foe, 
Forgcts to ward, and waits the coming blow. 
Aſtoniſn'd while he ſtands, and fix'd with fear, 
Aim'd at his ſhield he ſees th' impending ſpear. 

The hero meaſur'd firſt, with narrow view, . 
The &eſtin'd mark; and, riſing as he threw, 
With its full ſwing the fatal weapon flew. 
Not with leſs rage the rattling thunder falls; 
Or ſtones from batt'ring engines break the walls: 
Swift as a whirlwind, from an arm ſo ſtrong, 
The lance drove on, and bore the death along. 
Nought cou'd his ſev*n-fold fhield the prince avail, 
Nor ought beneath his arms the coat of mail; 
It pierc'd thro? all; and, with a grizly wound, 
Transfix'd his thigh, and doubled him to ground. 
With groans the Latins rend the vaulted ſky, 
Woods, hills, and valleys to the yoice reply. 
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| Now low on earth the lofty chief is laid, 2 
With eyes caſt upward, and with arms diſplay'd ; 
Add recreant thus to the proud vittor yd. I 
I know my death deſerv'd, nor hope to live; 
Uſe what the gods and thy good fortune give. 
Yet think, oh think, if mercy may be ſhown, 
(Thou hadſt a father once, and haſt a ſon) ; 
Pity my fire, now ſink ing to the grave; 
And for Anchiſes' ſake old Daunus ſave! 
Or, if thy vow'd rcvenge purſue my death ; 
Give to my friends my body void of breath ! 
The Latian chiefs have ſeen me beg my life; 
Thine is the conqueſt, thine the royal wife : 8 
Agaioft a yielded man, 'tis mean ignoble ſtrife. 
In deep ſuſpence the Trojan ſeem'd to ſtand; 
And juſt prepar'd to ſtrike, repreſs'd his hand, 
He roll'd his eyes, and ev'ry moment felt 
His manly ſoul with more compaſſion melt, 
When, caſting down a caſual glance, he ſpy d 
The golden belt that glitter'd on his ſide : 
The fatal ſpoils which haughty Turnus tore 
From dying Pallas, and in triumph wore. 
Then rouz'd anew to wrath, he loudly cries, 
(Flames, while he ſpoke,” came flaſhing from his 
eyes) : 
Traitor, doſt thou, doſt thou to grace pretend, 
Clad as thou art in trophies of my friend? 
To his ſad ſoul a grateful off*ring go; 
*Tis Pallas, Pallas gives this deadly blow. 
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He rais'd his arm aloft; and, at the word, 

Deep in his boſom drove the ſhining ſword. 

The ſtreaming blood diſtain'd his arms around : 

And the diſdainful foul came ruſhing through the 
wound. | 


